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Fall of Mortmgr. | 
n — 90 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


JOHN Earl of BUTE, 
Sc. &c. Ge. 


Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer; * 
But I will find him when be lies aſleep, 

And in his Ear I'll billa Mortimer |! 

Nay I will have a Starling taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it bim, 

To keep his anger ftill in Motion. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Son” al 


JOHN Earl of BUT E, 


Chancellor of the Univerſity of 
ABERDEEN in ScoTLanD, firſt 
Commiſſioner of the TAZEASsURT 
in EN dLAN p, one of the ſixteen 


Repreſentatives of the Peers of 


ScoTLAND, one of His MajzsTy's 
moſt honourable PRIvVY Councit, 
and KnicurT of the moſt noble 
ExdLIs H Order of the GaRrER. 


My LoRD, 
M ANY and various motives have 
concurred to give a peculiar pro- 

priety to the fond wiſh I had formed of 
making this humble offering to the Shrine 
of Burg. I have felt an honeſt indigna- 
. A tion 


il DEDICATION. 


tion at all the invidious arid ons appli 
cations of the ſtory of Roczx Mok TIMER. 


Iabſolutely diſclaim. the moſt diſtant allu- : 


ſion, and I purpoſely dedicate this Play 
to your Lordſhip, becauſe hiſtory * does 
not furniſh a more ſtriking contraſt, than 
there is between the two Miniſters in the 
Reigns of Edward the Third,and ofGeorge the 
Third. The former Prince was held in the 
moſt abſolute ſlavery by his Mother and her 
Miniſter, the firſt Nobles of England were 
excluded from the King's Councils, and the 
Minion diſpoſed of all places of profit and 
truſt. The King's'Uncles did not retain the 
ſhadow of power and authority, but were 
treated with inſult, and the whole Royal 


Family was depreſſed, and forced to depend 


on the caprice of an inſolent favourite. The 
young King had been victorious over the 
Scots, who were in that reign. our cruel 
enemies, but are happily in he our deareſt 
friends. On every favourable opportunity, 
either by the diſtractions in the public coun- 
cils during a minority, or by the abſence of 
the national Poor they had ravaged 


3 


ENGLAND | 


SSE DTCAT TON. ii 
_ Ex6rany with fire and ſword. Edward 
might have compelled them to accept of 


' any terms, but Roo ER MoRTIMER, from 


perſonal motives of his own power and am- 
bition, haſtily concluded an ignominious 
Peace, by which he facrificed all the glo- 
ries of a ſucceſsful War. With the 
higheſt rapture I now look back to that 
diſgraceful æra, and I exult when 1 
compare it with the halcyon days of 
George the Tbird. This excellent Prince 
is held in no kind of captivity. All his 
Nobles have free acceſs to him. The 
throne is not now beſieged. Court favour, - 
not confined to one partial ſtream, flows 
in a variety of different channels, enriching 
this whole country. There is now the moſt 
perfect union among all the branches of 
the Royal Family. No Court Minion now 
finds it neceſſary, for the prefervation of 
his own omnipotence, by the vileſt inſi- 
nuations to divide cither the Royal, or any 
noble families. The King's Uncle is now 
treated with that mark d diſtinction which 
his fingular merit is entitled,to, both from 

| — the 
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eux pour ne connoitre pas. No favourite now 
has trampled upon he the moſt reſpect- 
able of the Engiiſʒ Nobility, and driven 
. them from their Sovereign's Councils. 


every tongue bleſſes the Miniſter who has 
in ſo many ways endeared himſelf no leſs to 
the Nobility than to the whole body of 
the People. Primores papuli arripuit, popu- 
tumque tributim. To compleat the Contraſt, 
we have now att advantageous, a glorious 


to all the glorres of the War.” 


% DEPDICATUON; 


the nation; and the Throne, eſtabliſhed by 
his valour in extinguiſhing a foul rebellion, 


which burſt upon us from it's native North, 
and almoſt overſpread the Land. Our So- 
vereign is conſcious that he owes more 
to our great duliverer than any Prince in 
Europe owes to any ſubject; and he ſets a no- 
ble example of gratitude to Princes, que les 
Rois, cos illuſtres ingrats,  Sont aſſes malbeur- 


No diſcord now rages in the kingdom, but 


Peace, fully adequate to all the e 


The internal palicy of this kingdom is 
| equally to be admired. Our gracious Sove- 
D. Wt BONE examines all matters of na- 


tional 


* 
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tional importance, and no unfair or partial re- 
preſentation of any buſineſs, or of any of his 
ſuhjects, is ſuffered to be made to him, nor can 
any character be aſſaſſinated in the dark, by an 
unconſtitutional Prime Miniſter. He regu- 
larly, by your advice, attends every private 
councilof real moment, and nothing is there 
ſubmitted to the arbitrary deciſion of one 
man. This happy ſtate of things we owe 
to your Lordſhip's unexampled care of 


His "Majeſty's youth. The great promiſe 


you. made us, that we ſhould frequently 
ſee our Sovereign, like his great Predeceſſor 
William the Third, preſiding in perſon 


at the Britiſh Treaſury, has beeen ful- 
filled to the advantage and glory of theſe 


times, and to the perfecting of that 
ſcheme of æconomy, fo earneſtly recom- 
mended- from the Throne, fo ably carried 
into execution by yourſelf, and your Chan- 
cellor.of the Exchequer, and ſo minutely by the 
Lord Steward of the Houſehold. Your whole 
council of ſtate too is compoſed of men 
of the firſt abilities; the Duke of Bed- 
Jord, the Earls of Halifax, Egremont, and 
Gower; the Lords Henley, Mansfield, and 


Ligonier 
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vi DEDICATION. 


Ligonier; Mr. George Grenville, and Mr. 
Fox.. The buſineſs of this great empire 
is not however entirely truſted to them: 
the moſt arduous and complicate parts: are 
not only digeſted and prepared, but finally 
reviſed and ſettled, by Gilbert Elliot, Alex- 
ander Wedderburn, Eſqrs; Sir Henry Er- 
Heine, Bart. and the Home. 


Another reaſon why I chuſe your Lord- 
ſhip for the ſubject of this Dedication, is 
that you are ſaid, by: former Dedicators, to 
cultivate, with ſucceſs the polite arts. They 


_ ought to have gone further, and to have 
ſhewn how liberally you have rewarded all 


men of genius. Malloch and the Home 


have been nobly provided for. Let 


Churchill or Armſtrong write like them, 
your Lordſhip's c/affical taſte will reliſh their 
works, and patronize the authors. You 
my Lord, are ſaid to be not only a Patron, 
but a Judge, and Malloch adds, that he 
wiſhes for the honor of our country, that 
this praiſe were not, almoſt excluſively, your 

own.” 


country, 


J wiſh too, 15 the honor of my 


DEDICATION. vii 
country, and to preſerve your Lordſhip from 
the contagion of a malignant envy, that 
you would not again give permiſion to a 
ſcribler to ſacrifice almoſt the whole body of 
our Nobility and Gentry to his itch of pa- 
negyrick on you, and of pay from you; and 


I ſubmit, whether a future inconvenience 
may not reſult from ſo remarkable an in- 


ſtance how certain and ſpeedy the way to 
obtain the 44% is, by means of the. fir, 


The progreſs my Lord, which almoſt 
all the Sciences have made in Eng- 
land, has become the jealouſy of Eu- 
rope. Under your auſpices Botany 
and Tragedy have reached the utmoſt 
| height of perfection. Not only the Syſſem 
of Power, but the Vegetable Syſtem has been 
compleated by the joint labours of your Lord- 
ſhip, and the great Doctor Hill. Tragedy un- 
der Malhch and the Home has here rivalled 
the Gree model, and united the different 
merits of the great Moderns. The fire of 
Shakeſpeare, and the correctneſs of Racine, 
have met in your two countrymen, One 

other 


vi DEDICATION. 

other exotic too I muſt not forget : Arthur 
Murphy, Gent. He has the additional me- 
rit of acting no leſs than of writing, ſo as to 
touch in the moſt exquiſite manner all the 
fine feelings of the human frame. I have 
ſcarcely ever felt myſelf more forcibly 
affected, than by this poor neglected player, 
except a few years ago at the Ducheſs of 
Nueenſberry s, where your Lordſhip ſo fre- 
quently exhibited. In one part, which 
was remarkably humane and amiable, you 
were ſo great, that the general exclama- 
tion was, here you did not act. In another 


part you were. no leſs perfect. I mean in 
the famous ſcene of Hamlet, where you pour 


fatal porſon into the ear of a good, unſuſ- | 


pecting King. If the great names of Mon- 
PHY and BuTE, as Players, penſantur eadem 
trutind, it is no flattery to ſay that you, my 
Lord, were not only ſuperior, but even 
untivalled by him, as well as by all who 
have ever appeared on the great flage of 
the world. As a writer, I take Mr. Mur- 
phy rather to excel you, except in points 

| IE of 
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of Orthography:: : as an actor, he can form 
no pretenſion to an equality. Na- 
ture indeed in her utmoſt Priplicity we 
admire in Mr. Murphy; but Art, n 
ee n 7112 » 486 


N. 


1X 


This too aw your Lordſhip a cles to 
the Dedication of this Play. You are per- 
fect in every (thing reſpecting the powers. 
of acting. Your whole mind has been form- 
ed to it. All your faculties have been di- 
rected to this important object. While 
Mr. Pitt, Lord 7 emple, and others, your co- 
temporaries, were preparing themſelves for 
the national buſineſs of Parliament, and al- 
ready taking a diſtinguiſhed part there, you 
were treading a private ſtage in the high 
buſkins of pompous, ſonorous Tragedy. With 
what ſuperior ſucceſs I record with pleaſure. 
Mr. Pitt and his noble Brother are now both 
in a private ſtation. You bave, almoſt exclu- 
Jroely, the ſmiles of yourSovereign; they only 
the empty applauſe of their country. This 
too they ſhare with others; a Duke of New- 
caſtle and Devonſhire 35 a Marguis of 
ich! en Rockingham, 


þ - 3 % . , , 
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Rockingham; An Eart of |» Hardwick, 
and the two ſpirited, young Nobles, 
who ſtand fo high in fame and virtue, 
whom England glories: that ſhe can call 
her own, the Dukes of Grafton and Port- 


Lund. Theſe diſtinguiſhed characters muſt 


ever be reſpected by your Lordſhip, for 


their ardent love of aur Sovereign and of 
Liberty, and honoured by this nation as 


the declared, determined, and combined 


enemies of defpotic, ioſalene and con- 
| — n 0 


As Tragedy and Botany i thus * 


1 leave to recommend 


to your Lordſhip one important point 


reſpecting the Sciences,, and the Belles Let- 


ret, which ſtill remains unſettled : I 
mean Orthography. The French Acade- 
my has fixed it for their nation; yet 


"a bold modern, Voltaire, has dared to 
deviate from their rules, and has endea- 
voured to eftabliſh' a new Orthography, 


Rill nearer approaching” ts to the modern 


pronußciation. I have feen, and admired, 


ſome curious — of your Lordſhip's 
labours. 
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labours f this kind, moſt happily adapted 
even to the female mode of pronunciation, 
which with me as well as with a polity 
nobleman, muſt ever bear. the palm, if not 
of correctneſs, yet of grace and elegance. 
Indeed, my Lord, the letters I allude 
to are ſo curious, that I wiſh for a far 
fimile of them, as we have of one of the ge- 
nuine letters of your country- man Archibald 
Bower, They would I am perſuaded excel 
all the curious manuſcripts of this kind inyour 
own Univerſity of Aberdeen, or among the 

immenſe collection of learned books of your 

late valuable purchaſe, the Argyle Library. 
May I not therefore hope that as the-Dejint- 

tive Treaty is now ſigned, your Lordſhip's la- 

bours will* be directed to this important 

point, and that we may expect to {eg a com- 

pleat Orthographical Dictionary, todetermine 

the knotty point of Britain for Britan, which 
has of late puzzled that great writer, the 
great Briton bimſelf, notwithſtanding 
the excellence of his Srarriſb education ? 
Eaſe and elegance will, JI am perſuaded, 
. your n as E 
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as they have ever done, nor will you in 
this caſe be in danger of being ſorſaken by 
them; when, as Benedicł (or if you pleaſe, in 
Jour own botanical phraſe, Carduus Bene- 
diftus ). ſays, now be is. turned Ox TO. 
GRAPHER, his worgs are a very fantaſtical 
. wal ak * . 4 

* 1 ſhould FRG added; my Lions (har * 
Piay I make an offering of is a Tragedh, the 
moſt grave and moral of all Poems, and 
therefore with a happy propriety-comes in- 
ſcribed to your Lordſhip, the moſt grave, the 
moſt moral of all men. Awitcy comedy, Iwould 
never have offered to your. Lordſhip, nor 
indeed to any of your countrymen. Wit 
is an ignis fatuus, which bewilders and leads 
us aſtray. It is the primroſe path, which 
conducts to folly. Vour Lordſhip has ne- 
ver deviated into it. You have marched 


on with ſolemn dignity, keeping ever the 
true tragic ſtep, and have on the greateſt 
occaſions (/ known, fo. bonoured. in the 
Houſe of Lords) exhibited to the world what 
you learnt on the ſtage, the moſt pompous 

' dictioy 


diction with the boldeſt theatrical ſwell, in- 
finitely ſuperior to all the light airs of 
wit or humour. The eaſy ſoc of laugh 


ing comedy you never e to 
weir! 


I have only one thing more to urge to 
your Lordſhip. The Play is quite impetſect. 
Vour Lordſhip loves the ſtage: fo does Mr. 
Murphy. Let me intreat your Lordſhip to aſ- 
fiſt your riend in perfecting the weak ſcenes 
of this Tragedy, and from theſe crude labours 
of Ben Jobnſon and others, to give us a 
compleat Play. It is the warmeſt wiſh of my 
heart that the Earl of Burn may ſpeedily 
compleat the ſtory of Roger MORTIMER. 
J hope that your Lordſſiip will gracionſſy 
condeſcend to undertake this. arduous: taſk, 
to which parts like yours, are ſo peculiarly 
adapted. A variety of anecdotes in real 
life will ſuperſede the leaſt neceſſity of poe- 
tical fiction. To you evety thing will be 
eaſy. The ſſtb Adt of this Play will find 
talents great as your's, ſtill in full vigour, even 

ter you have run ſo wonderful a career. 


It 
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If more important concerns, either of buſi- 


. neſs, or amuſement, engage yo too much, 
I beg, my Lord, that you will pleaſe 
royally. to command Mr. Murphy, as 
Mr. Macpherſon ſays you commanded him 
to publiſh the proſe-poems of Fingal 
and Temora. Such a work will im- 
mortalize - your name in the © Aterary, 
as the Peace of Perſailles will in 
the political world, and wherever the 
name of Roctrx MorTiMER ſhall be 
mentioned, that of Bork * follow to 
en Gmes. 165% Ae $41 


| Give me SER my 1000, to offer my 
thanks as an Engliſhman, for your public | 
conduct. At your acceſſion to power, you 
found us a diſtracted, diſunited nation. The 
late abandoned miniſter of the people had 
wickedly exended every art of corruption 
through all ranks of men, the ſenate (I ſpeak 
of the. late vena! Parliament) not excepted. 
You, my Lord, have made us a happy and 
united nation. Corruption Aarted like a 
guilty thing, upon your fummons of Mr. 
Fox 


DEDICATION, ay 
Fax, nor have I heard of a ſingle inſtance 
of any undue, unconſtitutional influence 


exerted in the ſenate. (I ſpeak of the 


preſent, virtuous Parliament). Your Lord- 
ſhip too from every foreign Court has re- 


ceived the moſt flattering teſtimonies of an 
unbounded confidence in your veracity and 
goad faith, equal to their juſt ſenſe of Jour 
HO er. 


1 beg pardon, my Lord, for having fo 
long detained the parrot Miniſter of the 
| patriot King, from the great ſcenes of fe- 
reign buſineſs, or the rooting out corrup- 
tion af Home, or the innocent employments 
of his leiſure hours. I hope Doctor Hil 
and the Home will forgive me, and that the 
great Triumvirate having completed a glo- 
riaus, and permanent peace, may in learned 
eaſe, under the ſhade of their own olrve, 
ſoon enjoy the full ſweets of their own phi- 
loſophy ; for as Candide obſerves, Celd eſt 
bien dit, MAIS IL FAUT CULTIVER NOTRE 
JARDIN. In your ſofter, more envied Hours 
of retirement, 1 with you, my Lord, the 
moſt 


wi DED IOCAT TON. 
moſt exquiſite pleaſures under the ſhade 
of che Cyprian Mintir. Vour patriot mo- 
ments will be paſſed under "te: _ of 
you Seottifh Fir: 2 dnn 


1 1101 


I wil no longer wowäe⸗ on your hand 


ſhip.” The Cocoa Tree and your countrymen 


may be impetient to ſettle. with you the 
Army and the Finances of this kingdom. 
I have only to add my congratulations on 


the peculiar ame you have acquired, ſo 
| adequate to the wonderful acts of your ad- 


miniſtration. : You are now in ſull poſſeſ- 
ſion of that ame at the head of Tories and 
Scotſmen; but alas! my Lord, how fan- 
taſtick as well as tranſitory is ame The 
meaneſt haue their day; and though Mr. 
Pitt is now adored, as the head of Whigs 
and 3 fox greateſt can but blaze, 
and 745 r 


1 am, „with a zeal and reſpect equal to 
your virtues, 


I, Lord, 5 7 
* Vour Lordlhip's. 
Very humble Servant. 


March 155 1753. 
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mine Ran. 


Montfort.” with Alterations. 


3 


As it is now Added at the 


New Theatre in the lun neu. og 
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En he bound in with the triumphant Ka, 

M boſe rocky Shore beats back the endious Siege 
Of wat'ry Neptune, is now bound in <vith Shame, 
With inky Blots, and rotten Parchment Bonds, 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
1 made a ſhameful Conqueſt of herſelf. 


| SHAKESPEAR' $ K. Richard IT. 
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The Fourth Edition, corre@ted ; with 
ApD1T1oNs by the Revive, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE two o eicher Land & this Play having 

been publiſhed without the Reviver's hav- 

ing had an Opportunity to reviſe it from the Preſs, 
it is not to be wondered at if they are full of many 


groſs. Errors and Omiſſions, eſpecially as it was 
printed from the Play - houſe Copy, in which 
many Speeches were cut to gratify the prevailing 
Cuſtom of the Actors. The Reviver therefore 
thinks himſelf obliged to take ſuch particular Care 
of this Fourth Edition, as to publiſh it compleat, 
as well for his own Satisfaction as s the Public's. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. FURNIVAL. 


* 


LIKE ſome rich Treaſure, long conceal d from Sight, 
And by a Chance unthought of brought to Light, 

This noble Piece neglected long had lain; 

But once more riſes to adorn the Scene [ 
And as it once has pleas'd, hopes the ſame Fate again. 
So ſmall the Damage it from Time receiv'd, | 
The ſlighteſt Touch the Injury retrieved: 

We change the ancient for the modern Dreſs, 

But not the Matter with more Force expreſs : 

The nervous Sentiment no Aid requifes, - 
That boldly ſpeaks what Liberty inſpires. 5 

The Britiſh Conſtitution, ſo much prix d, 2 
You'll ſee, by one bad Man, was almoſt ſacrific d. 
Grinding Oppreſſion large Advances made. 
And foul Corruption was become a Trade. 
Our-darling Liberty, our Rights, our Laws, 
Subverted to ſupport the Minion's Cauſe. 

Commerce Abroad, Science at Home, declin'd, 
And ev'ry honeſt, Engliſh, Heart repin'd. 

Mountacute, aided by a Patriot Band, 

Thoſe Guardian Angels of a finkins Land, 
Deploring their lovd Country's wretched State, 
Bravely reſolv'd to ſnatch her from her Fate: 
At one bold Puſh her Liberties _ 

Or in her Ruins find a glorious Grave. 

The King is told.----The Royal Youth gives Ear, 
And, like a prudent Monarch, grants their Pray r. 
The Laws revive ;----the Monſier is caſt down : 

This ſaves the People's Freedom, and bis own. 

Our faithful Annals thus tranſmit to Fame, 
A Villain-Stateſman, zer the King to blame. 


A 7 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonez. 


| MM. MN... 
1 : 


King Edward III. Mr. Peter ſon 
Mortimer, Earl of March Mr. Mullart 
Lord Mountacute Mr. Lacy 

Sir 7 homas Delamore Mr. Jones 

Sir Robert Holland Mr. Furnival 
Serjeant Eitberſide Mr. Reynolds 
Earl of Leiceſter Mr. Wathen 
Earl of Exeter Mr. Dove 
Earl of Berkley Mr. Hallam 
Turrington | | 
Nevil Mr. Croſs 

Sly 2 Mr. Davenport 
Secret „ Mir. Zcks*. 
Jabella. 3 Mother Mrs. Mullart 
Maria, in Love with Mountacute, 


and Niece to Serjeant Eitber 77 4 N= 2 rice. 
Citizens, Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE NOTTINGHAM, 


THE 


FALL of MORTIMER. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 
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The Court of Kin g Edward. 


Enter Lord Mountacute, Sir Thomas Delamore, 
and Sir Robert Holland. | 


L. Mountacute. 
T much diſturbs me, Delamore, that 
thou, | f 
Of all Mankind, ſhould'ſt think my 
Temper frail: _ | 
* What haſt thou ever ſeen in Mountacute, 
Or read Yth* Annals of his Anceſtors, 
To fear him, or ſuſpe& his Reſolution ? 
Proclaim me Baſtard, if my Blood prove baſe : 
I tell thee good old Friend, 
PI! baniſh ſleep and Pleaſure till I've found 
A Means to ſer my bleeding Country free; % 


nd 


+ 
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And in the Fury of this noble Heat, 

Tongs thro* a Sea of Blood for her Deliverance. 
Sir 7. Dela, J queſtion not 5 5 Feu but— 
I.. Mount. What? 

Sir 759. Dela. Pray give me e Leave: IF” 

Nay, I muſt chide you; for you give the Reins 

To ſuch a Paſſion may undo us all. 

Are there not ſharp Obſervers plac'd about us, 
ho, if *twere poſſible, would ſearch our Souls ? 

This eager Fire will quite fore-(tall dur Purpoſe. 
L. Mount. Well, I am huſh'd: 

But pray propoſe ſome Means may pleaſe my 

Thoughts, 

Since you'll confine my Tongue. 

- Sir Tho. Dela. Nay, I'm for urging of out 

Wrongs; but calmly. 

There is a Time, 

When Heaven vill do us Right for all our Woes; 

And if the Orphans Cries, and Widows Tears, 

The Blood of Innocents which ſtain the Land, 

Can haſten Vengeance, ſure it's drawing nigh. 

L. Monnt. Tis full three Years fince Mortimer 
Began to lord it o'er us by the Queen's vile Favour. 
He ſtalks as on a Mountain by himſelf 
Whilſt'we creep humbly in the Vale below, 
And eye, and curſe, what we're afraid to reach at. 

Sir Rob. Holl. In this ſhort Space, he and his 

 _ Þrothet-Devil 

Have made, undone, new fram'd, ſhuffled, — raft 

The antient cuſtoms of our native Soil 

So very often, that the Kingdom ſtaggers 

Under the beavy Burthen of her Charge. 

L. Mount. What are our Princes: ? What the 

Nobles now 2 

Are they not Vaſſals to this Upſtart's State! 15 

No more the Fame of our Nobility 

Be call'd in Mind; who, when uſurping Powers 

Did but attempt to innoyate our Laws, 


- ” With 
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With their keen Swords like Cuardian Angels ſtood, 
And kept the Harpies from the ſacred Fruit. 

Sir Rob. Holl. Is it not fatal to reſiſt his Will? 
Nay, none muſt {mie if Mortimer be ſullen. 
Curſe on his Pride. hy ſhould we brook it longer? 
Why don't we boldly tell the king our Thoughts, 
Andi make him Great in ſpite of evil Counſel ? 

Sir T. Del. There will be Mortimer in every State, 
Some Favourite Villain to oppreis the Subject, 
And ſell to Knaves what honeſt Men ſhould have, 
Who loſe their Right only for being poor. 

The largeſt Bribe is ſtill his deareſt Friend: 

He values not the Credit of his Prince ; 
Therefore *tis juſt, | 

The King ſhould know how much he is eclipſed; 
Who *tis that graſps the Scepter in his ſtead ; 
And how the Queen moſt laviſhly doth waſte 
His vaſt Revenue on this Mortimer. 

L. Mount. Nay, he not only drains the Royal 

| Treaſure, . 

But robs him of his brighter Part, his Glory: 
This Stateſman deals his Childiſh Politicks, 
As tho* the Nation were a Pack of Boys; 
And thinks this gaudy, Out-ſide of a Peace, 
Dreſs'd up in Tawdry, Fopiſh Garb, muſt pleaſe: 
It may, indeed, the vitiated Many ; | 
But ne'er the ſolid Fe. ä 8 
Sir R. Hol. How are we manag'd by an upſtart 
Kunave! | | 
He rides the Privilege of Peers and Commons ; 
For who in Parliament ſpeaks not his Thoughts, 
Muſt ne er expect a ſmiling Look from Court. 
Lord Mount.” Shame on thoſe mercenary Souls 
that brook it, l 
And ſordidly give up their Country's Honour. 
In vain, our Edgar, William, Henry, urgd 
Pretenſions juſtly, on the Scotifþ Crown: 
In vain did Kenueth, Malcom, William pay | 
' $7 Ot Religious 
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Religious Homage to our ancient Right, | 
Since that long Scroll, that Ragman- Roll of Peers, 
Of Prelates, and of all Eſtates of Men, 
That written Teſtimonial of Dependence, 
Is render'd u and render'd at a Time, 
When but a Grain of Courage wou'd have bought 
A Pound of Sterling Fame Had we but calld 
King Robert to Account for laſt Year's Work 
WithSword in Hand, and reap'd the great Advantage 
O'er his Weakneſs, ſpite of the crafty King, 
We had exacted Golden Terms for England—— 
But now, forſooth, by Articles we're vanquiſh'd, 
Sir Rob. Hol. My Lord, this mean, ſubmiſſive, 
Coward-courting, - | | 
Ibis vile entreating thoſe that us'd to intreat, 
Bat ſuits. the Avarice of his narrow Soul, 
He gluts his private Views, while publick ones, 
Alas] are never thought of, but to feed 
His vaſt 1m mealurable Luſt of Gain. | 
Lord Mount. A Cauſe ſo foul, muſt foul Effects 
produce. l | 44 
The Virtues-glowing in a Patriot's Breaſt, 
Semble too much of Heaven to lodge in his; 
But what amazes moſt, my Friends, js this; 
T hat not the ſacred Gown, nor learned Robe, 
Are unpolluted with his ſervile Arts. 1 
Sir Tho. Dela. If as ſometimes he meets à knotiy 
eint. > 74h K. 
 Whith will not ftretch to what his Nerd requires, 
He ſummons the maſt ſubtle at the Bar, 
Begging their kind Interpretation of it; 
Telling how neceſſary, nay, how loyal tis, 
When the Prerogative o'th*Crown is pinch'd 
Within the Clutches of the griping Law, 
To caſe the Royal Power, and give it Freedom, 
It they comply not, then his Greatneſs culls 
From out the Scuq o'th”[nns of Chanc'ry, 
A Sct of poor neceſſitated Rogues, 


Who've 
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Who've run'thro! all the Judgments of each Court: 
And theſe he makes his learn'd Expoſitors;, - » 
Theſe, as they ſteadily perfotm their Taſk, - 

He puts into their places who refuſed him. / 
Some have the Fortune to aſcend the Bench; 
But when they're ſuch Proficients in their ar 
They'd baffle Truth, tho' never fo well back'd, 
And dare the Devil in bis own Poſſtſſion. 
Sir Rob. Hall. Juſtice and Honeſty have left the 
ERKNobe; 
The Reverend Clergy too forget their Fenclion; 
For when this haughty, clamorous Mortimer, 
At any Time wou'd make the Public Good 
The Tool to work his Ends withal, oh; then! 
He calls ſome ſmooth- tongu'd Prelate to his _ 
Who, with elaborate Text political, ; 
Spic'd up and down with grave Divinity, 
Preaches his Medley Doctrine to the Coed: 
Lord Mount. Come, come, it never was à proſ- 
perous World, 
Since Prieſts have interfer'd with temporal Matters. 
The Cuſtom of their Anceſtors they flight, 
And change their ſhirts of Hair for Robes of 
Gold: 
Thus Luxury and intereſt rule the Church, 
Whilſt Piety and Conſcience dwell in Caves. 
Let's ſtem the Current of this furious Tide: 
Our Country is the Parent of us all; 
And ſhall we talk away the precious Hours, 
While theſe vile Hangmen ſtretch her on the rack? 
Let's force 2 Edwerd's ſafety with our Swords, 
And cut off all the Holds, which bar his Glory. 
Sir Tho, Dela. Bleſſings upon thee for this gene- 
rous Heat. 
From hence my Fears and Jealoyſies—be gone 1 
Thou art the Soul of Honour new reviv'd, © 
Which for ſome Years, as once the Romans ide 
Withdtew thyſelf into a 8 villog Exile. 
Afton) 
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| Nad there will be Fuel for thy Fire; 
Great as thy Spirit courts, and worthy of thee. 
The Matter's ready, and the Engine fixt, 
Many prepar'd,” and eager for the Work; 


But Place and Time forbid the wn, more— 
The Daune ee. | 


Enter Guards, eee Tutringtot and N evil 
N Nol⸗ flow d by Mortimer. 
Waiters, Make way there. 5 
Guards. Room for his Lordſhip. - 
L. Mount. See, how the Toad ſwells with his 
don Applauſe | 
Sir Tho. Dela. My Lord, you forget. 
I.. Mount. Pm ſilent. 
Mort. Turrington. 
Turr. Your Pleaſure. | | 
[ Petitioners kneeling with Papers. 
Ars What are thoſe my who bend their 
Knee to us? 
They ſeem as Supplicants. 
Turr. So they are indeed, from ſeveral Towns, 
Cities and Boroughs they are come, 
Humbly imploring you wou'd intercede 
For their loſt Charters to the incens'd Queen. 
Mort. That's the Chancellor's Buſineſs. 
Turr. They know your Intereſt greater, and 
entreat it, 
The Judges have annulbd em! and unleſs 
© Your Goodneſs can prevail, many a Town, 
By their own Faults incurr'd, will fall to Ruin, 
And be a Wilderneſs— Thouſands of Families, 
- Now in the way of Life, muſt ſtarve and periſh. 
Mort. Their ancient Charter! by the Law are 
forfeited; 
But l will ſtudy how to get em new Ones. 
Our Time is ſpent in ſetting Things aright, 
or 155 5 wänts Tr; and I am it's F —_— 
[ a675% &+ 
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Lord Mount. Was ever Pride or Arrogance like 


Mort. Nevill, What would thoſe People have ? 
_ Nevill. May it pleaſe Jour Honour, , * 
They are Inhabitants of the adjacent Corporations : 
They all of them have Voices at Elections, 
And promiſe for the Parliaments to come a 
They will chuſe none but what the Court ſhall like. 
Mort. Tis well, and we take Notice of their 
Wisdom. | . | 
See that you give em Welcome as becomes us: 
Such Subjects muſt not want Encouragement, 
And Mortimer be living. | | | 
Lord Mount, Unheard-of Impudence! 
Sir Tho, Dela. My Lord, we are obſerv'd See 
boy he eyes us! | | 
Nor are we ſafe while we ſtand trifling here: 
Lord Mount, Why let him eye us till his Eyes 
m—_ Rey » > 
His Look may fright thoſe who have Dependance 
on him; | PN 
For me, I flight the worſt and beſt of him, 
Mort. Ha! What ſaid he? 
Turr. Sir. | 
Mort. Lead on. 5 
As he moves is met by Mountacute, who fronts 
bim They flare at each other, and jaſtle. 
Ha! joſtled. | Ray 
Lord Mount. I find the Man is greater than the 
Was | | 
Sure elſe he might have ſtrutted clear of me. 
. Mort. Thou art a froward Peer ! . 
L. Mount, Thou art a vain one |—Nay, frown 
not, Mortimer | 
Thy Terror's loſt on me: "OY" "0 
Look big upon thoſe Raftard Engliſh Men, 
Who tamely yield their Rights and Charters up, 
And ſwear to pie a Parliament who ſell 
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They probably may dread thee.” 


Sir Tho. Dela. Nay, Mountacute—— 
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Our Freedoms, Perſons; ahd Eſtates,” nay Rights 
Kings, to gain a ſhort-liv'd Smile 


Mort. Raſh Youth, no more, left you provoke 
__ © thy Anger, | r 


Till I forget the Palace that protects thee. 


But, th' Eagle ſeldom condeſcends, I think, 
To combat with the Paſſion of a Wren! 
L. Mount. I tell thee, Boaſter, that my Veins do 
hold | | 
A nobler, richer, purer Blood than thine. 
Mort. Thy Words are Air, which no Impreſſion 
make ——— | | 


So Boys hurl Stones in Water, and ſo'loſt. 


I. Ment. So Men ſhun Provocations under 


= 
: oh 


Proverbs. 
Mort. Shun thee, poor Wretch ! I pity thee ! 
Mount. 1 ſcorn thy Pity, and contemn thy Hate. 


Mount. Rot his proud Spirit----oh that I had 
thee forth | 

On ſome wide Plain to hunt thy haughty Soul, 

Diſtant from all Protection but thy Sword's ! 

There thou ſhowd'ſt find—— . 

Mort. A Pratler. 5 3 
Thy Mother's Folly dwells upon thy Tongue--- 
Thou cam'ſt from School too early ——— 

Fye, Boy, fye! | 

L. Mount. Stateſmin ! Stateſman! thou Engi- 

neer of Hell! = 

Mort. Rail on, and ſpend thy Gall, malicious 
Thing, whoſe Nurſe's Milk ſtill hangs upon thy 
Lips: you ſhou'd be ſcourg'd to Manners. 

L. Mount. The King ſhall know thee. 

Mort. Then hell know himſelf, © 

L. Mount. Arrogance, 1 ſhall meet thee. 

Mort. Beware the Thunder, Child, tis danger- 

OUS, | 
L. Mount, 
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I. Monit. If thou art fo, like Lightning, I'll 
fore-run thee ; es 
And if thyfelf thou dart a Thund'rer prove, 
Follow me, Mortimer, and P'll think thee Fove. 
I Ereunt Mount. Dela. and Holland, 
Tur. Had you not Patience, as, you have the 
Power, 5 N | 
Of an — Deity, this Language ſyre had been 
is laſt. . 
I watch'd, my Lord, your Eyes, 
And, ready for the Signal of Diſpatch, - 
Had laid his reeking Heart beneath his Feet: 
Nev. You are too merciful, too full of Goodneſs: 
Such Indignities call for Reſentments | 
No leſs than Death.---Pardon my Plainneſs, Sir; 
For here I prophecy, unleſs you break 
This Serpent's Egg before the Monſter's hatch'd, 
*Twill bring Deſtruction on yourſelf and Friends. 
Mort. I thank ye, and am happy in your Service: 
The Babler I deſpiſe,----he ſhall be puniſh*d---- 
The Envy that his canker'd Breaſt is big with, 
By preying on itſelf ſhall work his Ruin. 
So Dogs behold the Luſtre of the Moon, 
And ſo run yelping backward into —" 
; eunt. 


\ The Scene changes to a Tavern, 
Diſcovering Oldſtile, Felt and Frame, at 4 Table, 
with Bottle and Glaſſes before them. 


Felt. Who, ſay you, Neighbour Oldſtile, has paid 
for this Peace ? | 
Olaſtile. Why, the Scots. -i' Faith, Mortimer has 
humbled their Pride----they were forc'd to come 
down thirty thouſand good Marks, to make up the 
Loſſes they did us laſt Year in the North. 
Felt. Right and good Reaſon they ſhould---Why 
ſhould we always pay the Piper and never me A 
| ell. 


0 — 432 
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Frame. Let me tell you, this is a lucky Dance for 
ki I don't know but he has danc'd his Neck out 


of the Halter by the Bargain----But how long, ſay 
they, is it to laſt ? | 


Felt. Ay, how long is it to laſt? there's the 


Luer]! 1 hate your Stop-gaps: They were never 
good for England. This putting off the evil Day for 


a while, is but like drinking of ſtrong Liquors to 
keep up the Spirits, which at Long-run are the 
Deſtruction both of Body and Subſtance: | 

Oldſtile. True, Neighbour Felt ;- putting off the 
evil Day, does but make it fall the heavier at laſt: 
*Fis a fort of being Brow-beaten : but, however, I 
hope thar's not the preſent Caſe. This Treaty does 
not feem calculated to ſerve a Turn indeed; for 
you ſee our Princeſs Joan of the Tower is given in 
Marriage to the Son of King Robert of Scotland, as 
a Pledge of their laſting Friendſhip, beſides the 


Money they have launch'd out! 


Frame. Then, at that Rate, this 13 has | 
brought a Fortune for her, and we have been bath 


courted for Peace and for Marria 


Felt. Why, that's juſt as it ſhould be, Maſter 
Frame. England, in political Love, ſhould be like 
3 handſome young Woman, that has abundance of 
Admirers about her, and is courted for her Merit 


on] 
Gagel. She's a gallant Lady, and deſerves a 
Brimmer. Come Neighbours --- 


[ Fills 125 Glaſs, and. ſings to the Tune of, over * 155 
c.] | 


ES ITE, this Peace has n 
For Sake of England, and of Trade, 
May his Enemies be few; 
May bis Friends pe great and true. {[Drinks. 
Kh (Lins gs. = f 


— N p * : 
__ » * * 


But 
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But if mending ud the State | 
He has wrought with Tinker's Tools, 
May a Gibbet be his Fate, 
Nor we no longer be bis Fools. | [Drinks 


Ps [Drints. ] I can tell you, Neighbours, if 
theſe Lines ſhould come true, I know a good Num- 
ber of us Stocking-Weavers would ſpare a Day to 
lend a helping Hand towards putting one up for 
him. -But I wear, Fm mightily pleas'd with the 
latter Part of the Song. Come, let's have it over 
again in Chorus. [7 hey all fil their Glaſſes and ſing, 


But if mending up the State, 
Hle bas wrought with Tinter's Tools, 
May a Gibbet be his Fate; 
Nor we no longer be his Fools, [All drink. 


Enter Bumper. 


Bumper. Reſt ye merry, Gentlemen----I'm glad 
to ſee you ſo jolly--I vow, I have not ſeen à Citizen 
ſmile this many a Day. 

Oldſtile. Bleſs you Man, who would nor ſmile at 
an honourable Peace? Why, it would make Gra- 
vity itſelf ſmile. 

Bumper. Honourable ſay you, Sir? Ah Neigh- 
bours ! did you but know the Bottom 

Felt. Bottom | Why, I was told it had no Bot- 
tom at all. 

Oldcaſtle. Come, come, Mr. Bumper, this is car- 
rying your Spleen to Mortimer a little too far 
We all of us have had Realon to blame his Ma- 
nagement of our young King; but what of that? 
Becauſe he has been black, do yon think he muſt 
always be ſo? You ſee he mends apace : let me 
tell you, he has taken the right Sow by the Ear 
this Bout: This Peace is a Maſter- piece! No, no, 

| . an 


16 TI FALL OF MORTIMER: 


an were hang'd, or never ſo great a Rogue before, 
I can't help enking well of bim now. 

Felt. . „ay; right, as you ſay ; he ſo ſeldom 
does well, that one gught. to. praiſe him when it 
does come into his Noddle. But how comes Maſter 
Bumper to be ſo out of Humour at this Peace ? 
. does not come your Houſe, eh Neigh- 

aur 

Bumper. No, no, he's too great to uſe my Houſe 
now but I've known the Time when he was glad 
to come to it. But *twill come Home to him I 
warrant---there are Things to my Knowledge going 
forward will make him (queak ;- tis not the Peace 
will ſave him. | 
Olaſtile. Say you ſo? Methinks, I want to know 
what Flaw x. can find in a Peace that was both 
pray ay'd for 5 and paid for. 

Felt. Ay, pr'ythee, Bumper, let's know the Bot- 
tom, as thou wert ſaying, if there be any. 

Bumper. To ſuch as us indeed it ſeems clear 
enough at Top; but theſe who ſee deeper into 
Matters, ſay it has a confounded muddy Bottom. 
----- Why, my good Lord Mountacute told me this 
Morning, when I went to carry his Lordſhip a 
Taſte of ſome Wines, that it was only a little ſhift- 
ing Expedient of Mortimer's; for, ſays he, King 
Robert never held it good to be at Peace with Eng- 
land, but for his own Ends. | 

Frame. But pray, what is that ſame Expedient : ? 

Felt. Ay, what's that ſame Expedient ? 

Bumper. Why, you know that he's generally 
hated; and ſo ſays my Lord, he has purchas'd this 
Toy paly to pleaſe the People. 

Felt. Nay, how can that be?---the Scots were 

the Purchaſers, you know. 
Bumper. But I know we are the prime Purcha- 
{ers My Lord ſays they had a previous Promiſe 
from the Queen and Mortimer of-----Pho! of ten 
umcs as much in che! Licu. Felt. 


— 
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Felt. So between them both, I find the King and 
the Nation are finely bubble. 
Bumper. Why, you muſt know, Mortimer s /@ 
very complaiſant, he | ſcorns to rike an Enemy that's 

down, tho' they only laugh at him for't. . 

Frame. Nay, for that Matter, the Scots had 
ſcarce left Nottingham, when it was ſaid among my 
Journeymen, that they derided our Princeſs with 
the Title of Jaan Make- Peace. 

Felt. And is all this owing to Mortimer ? My 
Blood begins to boil. | 

Bumper. Nay, that's not all neither---you ſee he 
has given them up the Ragman-Roll too, as tho' I 
ſhould giv 3-14 up what belong'd to me and mine, 
Time out of Mind, meerly thro* Fear. the French, 
I warrant, will have a pull at us nekt. 

Oldſiile. This is making but a very ſcurvy Fi- 
gure among our Neighbours, that's the Truth 
on't--- England's a fine Bird, and every one's for 
having a Feather of her I find, as you rell the 
Story. 

Bumper. Tis plain Gy want to pluck her bare; 
and if ſome good Body does not ſtand her Friend, 
ſhe will be pluck'd bare ere it be long. 


Oldſtile. I wonder if the King knows of all theſe 5 


Doings, 


Bumper. No. God bleſs him, he thinks all Things 55 


go right, poor Prince! 

Felt. But ſhould not he be told then? ö 

Bumper. How in the Name of Wonder ſhould he, 
when Mortimer Fakes care no Bog hall have the 
King's Ear but himſelf : 

Frame. But would not a good, long , large ſpeaks 
ing Trumpet do the Buſineſs think. you, Neighe 
bour ? 

Bumper. No, no, a Fiddle of your Trumpet; 
he muſt be told Face to Face; and you may as 

C well 
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well go to the Bottom of the Sea, where you'd be 
ſure to be devour'd by Sea-Monſters by the Way; 
ibo the brave Lord Mountacute, and ſome other 
Well-Wiſhers to their Country bave fworn to make a 
Puſb, tho? they die byt. Heav'n ſend they ſucceed. 
Felt. They will ſucceed----they are honeſt Men- 
bey have the true Engliſh Spirit about them----Mor- 
timer's Crew are of the Mongril Breed, and can't 
face a downright Engliſh Liner. *Sdeath ! as lit- 
tle as I am, PH tell the King myſelf, if they ſhould 
not accompliſh Matters---Wounds ! if he were not 
young he'd be unpardonable. [Riſnp. 
Olaſtile. Sad doings truly Every Thing's at a 
ftand----there*s ſearce any Trading going forward, 
and at this rate we ſhall have none quickly, 
Frame. For my Part, if it laſt long fo, I may as 
well ſhut up my Doors---I have fold but one ſingle 
Pair of Stockings this Fortnight, and that was to a 
Gentleman without Legs. 
All. Ha! ha! ha! | [ Laughing. 
Felt. For all we laugh, I wiſh I'd ſuch another 
Chap of Mortimer,---Fd give all the Hats in my 
Shop to fit him with one after his Head was off. 
Bumper. Good Faith, and Td give him as much 
Wine as would burſt him on that Proviſo too. 
Olaſt. Let but the Halter be well fix'd, and then 
Pl put him in a Way to fave his Bacon afterwards. 
Felt. Pr'ythee, Neighbour Olaſtile, none of your 
Querks to ſave his Bacon neither Why, you'd cut 
him down now, wou'd you? | 
Oldſtile. Not till he was choak'd at leaſt, and 
then he ſhould pray me to do't, or he ſhould hang 
till Doomſday. | 7. 
Frame. You talk ſo much of hang'd Bacon, that 


we forget the Glaſs-.--Come, Maſter Bumper, you 
have not drank yet. 6 F | 


Bumper. 
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Bumper. [fills a Glaſs. Here, Maſters, here's 


God bleſs the King, and ſend bim Better Counſellors.— 


No Mortimer for me. [ öDrint.. 
All. No Mortimer for us all. LA Drink. 
Bumper. But hark ye, Neighbours, you will _ 

up for the Cauſe if Occaſion po 2 | 
All. All! Ally 
Bumper. *Tis a Shame the Nation ſhould any 

longer be impos'd upon. 
A. A burning Shame 
Bumper. In the mean time, it will be beſt for us 


to retire ; and as L. Mountacuts and his Friends be- 
have, we ' muſt be guided accordingly---Oh, there 


will be rare Doings when | om rom brought 
about! 


Felt. Come then, Neighbours let us — — 
heſe | 


We ſhould inform our Fellow-Citizens 
Matters, that ſomething may be done in . 8 


[They fing in Chorus. ] 


For why ſhould we ſtoop to King Bob, 
Or be led by Mortimer's Crew? 
A Halter would finiſh the Jobb, 

And make all our Enemies true. 


Exp of the FIRST Act. 
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A G Na 
SCENE I. 


Opens and diſcovers King Edward on a Couch, wha, 
YEN after fome ſtruggling, riſes.” | 


+ . 


n BN 
THERE have I been? or what is't I have 


ſeen ? 


| "Tis ſaid the Squl, while the tir'd Body ſleeps, 


Her Manſion often leaves, and roves abroad : 


Sometimes to Groves and- ſolitary! Cells; 


Sometimes to Courts, to Cities, and to Camps, 


Mingling with Crowds, then ſtrangely left alone: 


But mine has fall'n down dreadful Precipices ; 
Walk'd to the Charnel-houſes of the Dead : 
My Father's Ghoſt ſtalk'd thus before my Eyes, 


Cry'd out--Revenge,--then ſhriek'd, anddifappear'd 


With id much haſte, as if it ſeemed to dread 
The Hand of Murder did purſue it ſtill ; 
Yet, as it fled, it forc'd the yielding Air 

Jo eccho back, Beware of Mortimer! 


[Enter Meſſenger.] 


Aeſ. Lord Mountacute, Sir Robert Holland, with 
Sir Thamas Delamore, 


3 Wait for Admittance to your Majeſty. 


King. They're welcome. bring 'em in 
. s. [ Exit Mel. 
Then headleſs Kent, my beloved Uncle, 
ed on a, Train of miſerahle Shades, 
ho ſeem'd bewailing their untimely Deaths : 
With uplift Hands they begg'd as for Relief, 
And in ſad Poſtures told their ſeveral Fates. 


Then 
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Then Mortimer led in my wicked Mother, 

Who ſnatch'd the Crown from me and gave it him; 

At which the numerous Crowds of Ghoſts looked 

ler; 

Their nates Limbs broke out afreſh with Blood, 

And the ſurprizing Horror ſhook off Sleep. 

What is it, Oh ye Powers, that ye decree ? 

Am I defign'd to fall a Sacrifice 

To the ambitious Luſt of this fell Monſter ? 

If Dreams preſage, or Viſions can forbode 

'The Fate of Edward, Edward muſt ſucceed, 

If ſo you've fix'd it; yet PII face this Storm, 

Stand like a King *gainſt my rebellious Doom, 
And periſh worthy of my Dignity. 


Enter Lord Mountacute, Sir Thomas Dame 
and Sir Robert Holland. 
All. Health to your Majeſty, -' 
King. The like to all of you---ye are good Men. 
My worthy Uncle Edmund, when alive, 
Bad me ſelect and value you as Jewels: 
When dying, as a Legacy vequeath'd 
Your Faiths and Services. 
I am too young to know the Arts of Men; 
But, by my Hopes, I think ye mighty honeſt. 
L. Mount. Our Happineſs lies only in that 
Thought. 
King. Tell me, my Friends, and with that ho- 
neſt Plainneſs, 
As ſuits the Character I have of you, 
Why is it that with folded Arms of late, 


And heavy Eyes, which ſpeak eilterper'd Minds, 
Le meaſure out your Steps; 


Seeming like Statues more than Counſellors ; 
As Mourners wait upon the dead Remains 
Of ſome lov'd Friend to his eternal Home? 
Sir T ho. Delam. Moſt Royal _—_ my honour d 
Liege and Maſter---- 


King. 
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King. Honour'd ! my Liege! my Prince, and 
Royal Maſter | 
How like this ſounds to Mortimer 
T find be's grown the Preſident o Court; 
The Star by which each Courtier guides his Hopes. 
Sir R. Holl. Rather'a Meteor, or ſome Exbala- 
tion, | 
Rais'd by the ſulphurous Vapours of the Earth, 
Which, borrowing its Baze from real Lights, 
Attracts the Eyes of Fools to gaze on't, 
King. No more on your Allegiance------To the 
Point. 
The Explanation of this Diſcontent ? 
L. Mount. You've touch'd us home, Sir, now, 
and we obey : 
The Secrets of our Hearts ſhall be unlock'd, 
Where you may read your's and the Nation $ 
Doom, 
It is the Man you've nam d who rides our Spirits. 
Oh, my lov'd Lord! 
Why i is this Viper harbour'd in your Boſom, 
Which gnaws inſenſibly upon your Honour ? . 
Why pamper'd with'the Worſhip of Men's Knees? 
Yeu are our King----Rouſe fleeping Majeſty---- 
Awake, and view the Souls that wait your riſing, 
To pay their long kept Homage where *tis due. 
Sir T ho. Delam. Where now is Right? to whom 
ſhall we appeal,? 
The Queen has plac'd her Power on Mortimer, 
Whilſt the Law's Edge is ground but on one Side; 
Nor that employ'd, unleſs to lop your Friends. 
The Man, who dare reflect on his Proceedings, 
Or pity but the Circumſtance of Edward, 
Is ſtrait beſet, and ſworn into ſome plot; 
His Life or Fortune's ſeiz'd; it may be both; 
Juries and Witneſſes are kept in Pay, | 
Who have agreed his Ruin ere he's heard. 
Sir R. Holl. Thus your good oa daily are 
opprels'd, Wha 
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Who periſh, by conſent of Perjury. 1 
Sir 155. Delam. Nay, whilſt theſe vile roa 
wreck che Land, 
Your Worth decays, and Glory runs to Ruin. 
It can't laſt long, they think, ſo make the moſt. 
on't. 
Aſſume your Right, or we muſt all ſubmit : 
Our Country, like Eſtates held in Diſpute, 
Fertile in Woods and Parks, the Pride of Weekly | 20 
If he that's in Poſſeſſion thinks it ſhort, | 
He cuts down all the Pomp of's Anceſtors, 
Which many Years their Diligence improved. 
So worthy Men, the Prop of future Hopes, 
By this Uſurper, Mortimer, are lopped ; 
Their Fortunes torn by thi Roots from long Suc- 
ceſſion, 
And ſcatter'd to maintain Voluptuouſneſs. 
King. Is't poſſible ! 1 always thought him ill: 
But you decypher him a very Devil, 
And fill my Thoughts with Horror of his Crimes. 
Sir Tho. Delam. Each Magiſtrate that * 
adminiſter 
Juſtice impartial, made by Mortimer, 
Muſt ruin others to preſerve himſelf : 
The Clergy and the Law are both his Creatures: 
Places of Truft and Profit are all ſold: 
Tis practiſed from the miter*'d holy Head 
To the needy ſtarving Verger of the Church: 
You _ ſerve Heaven on Cuſhions but you pay 
or't, 
Or bliſter your numb'd Knees upon the Marble; 
Then ftom the ſcarlet and the purple Gown, 
Down to the very Cryer of the Court. 
L. Mount. Well may the Nation groan while 
ſuch as thele 
Sit at the Helm; and what expect but Shipwreck? 
King. Now by my Honour I'll no longer bear 
The 1 isnominious Hand of baſe Controul. 


— > — — — of —_ — 
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 _ Beats double Time, as if my Spirits ſtrove 
To be in Action: My Father's Soul 
Shoots in my Blood, and prompts to Reſolution. 


* — — 


- 


1 find myſelf enlarg'd : Each Artery | 


Sir Tho. Delam. Ay, now, my Lord, mm ſpeak 
yourlelf a King. 

Do but appear with that Authority, 
The Praiſe of Edward ev'ry Tongue will 2 
Whilſt raviſh'd Heaven does eccho 
You can't want Hands for ſuch a no 


A Cauſe like yours would ſummon theyuſt Gods 


With all their Thunder to the royal Au. 
Oh, let me kiſs your ſacred Feet, dear Prince 
Theſe Words have added Years to my ſick Life. 
[ kneels: 
King. He weeps; indeed the honeſt Man does 
wee 

Nile, Delamore, for I will be myſelf, 
And this vile Mortimer ſhall — to Hell. 
All ſpare the Tree, whoſe Branches ſerve as Shade, 
Till the ſpread Miſchiets kill the Under-plants 
Then ev'ry Man aſſiſts to fell it down: 
So this Coloſſus of the Engliſh Ile, 
Under whoſe Legs the talleſt Ships muſt paſs, 
Ere they gain Harbour, ſhall to Seas be hurled, 
And in their Bottom find a Monument. 
My Dream comes on apace, and i foretel 
This Meeting ominous to Mortimer. 
My worthy Friends, be ſtill about our Perſon, 
Send inſtantly to Berkley, Exeter, | Exit Holland. 
Leiceſter and Mordaunt---You withdraw with me ; 
Buſineſs I have requires your beſt Advice; 
For like the Mariner I ſee from far, 
A Storm is gathering in the diſtant Sky; 
But with theſe Veſſels I can fear no Sea: 
The utmoſt Rigour of the Clouds Pll land, 
Safe as tht Sou's chat pity us from Land. 


[ Exeunt., 
SCENE 


— 
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LY 


— 


Stent 8 gebe Morti mer in 4 Chair of 
State, with Torrington and Nevill attending. 


Mort. Say, truſty 7 neden how brooks the 


8 0 
The late Behaviour of raſh 'Mountacute ? | 

Turr. As you or J, or any one could wiſh, 
That has his Country Good ſincere at Heart. 
After the Oracle of your Mind declar d, 
That Moeuntacute, with Delamore and Holland, 
Thoſe Bellows which keep in young Edward's fire, 


And raiſe, and calm it as their Need requires, 


Should be removed; their Intereſt was great; 
Their Prudence ſtrict; Mountacute's Courage firm; 
Their Fortunes able to maintain their Meaſures, - 
Which-ſtruck for her Son's Greatneſs and ourRuin, 

*« Inſolence ! and Treaſon to the State, cry'd ſhe!-- 
« Howe'er, the Boy ſhall bend to all my wiſhes : 

« *Tis a half Soul, bred in the Lag of Love, 
And ſpiritleſs as the Deſire that g got him 
Bid Mortimer not fear what's cruſh*d ſo ſoon. 


Mort. *Tis well while ſhe protects I cannot 
fall But now proceed we o what concerns 
us next Newill ! . 


Nevill. My Lord! © 
Mort. I think thou haſt got the Lift of thoſe of 
our Friends, whoſe Services entitle them to our 

Bounty ? 

Nevill. Pleaſe your Honour, tis er and 
ſpeaks the great Regard you pay to Merit. Did 
bad the World know what Liberality it contains, 
they would vote you the Standard of Virtue, 
nemine contradicente. 

Mort. They are not unacquainted with our Vir- 
tues, Nevill.— but I would hear it read, that we 
may proportion the Reward with Juſtice. 

Nevill. f Reads the Liſt.) Imprimis, the Lord Viſ- 
count Landleſs 400 Marks per Annum. 

D Mort. 
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Mort. Reduce it to two hundred---He is poor 
indeed; but two hundred's enough in Conſcience 
for a fig Vore---He's good for nothing elſe.---- 
Read on. 

' Newill, Lord Richacre, One Thouſand, and in- 
fiſts upon an Augmentation of 200. 

Mort. Let them be added, tho' he is of as 
little Service as my Lord Landies---:but he is 
purſe-proud, and may deſert us, 

Nevill. Sir Oily Fluent, 1500. 

Mort. Two thouſand is the leaſt he can have--. 
he ſpeaks like an Angel----put him down 2000. 

Nevill. Sophiſter Topick, Eſq; 1600. | 

Mort. Make it up 1500 ; for tho the Man does 
not ſpeak, he writes admirably ;- he dreſſes u 
Falſhood within a Hair's-breadth of Truth: And 
if that does not do, he bullies them into Convic- 
tion. 

Nevill. Sir Scribble Fainwou'd, 400. 

Mort. Let him ſtand there awhile----as he mends 
we ſhall take Notice of him. 

Nevwill. Sir Beetle Drone, 400. 6 {4 
Mort. Hang him, he muſt be continued too, or 
ten to one we loſe, him, though he does little elſe 
but ſleep in the Houſe. 

Nevill. Lord Sheep- Hock, I go. 

Mort. Let me conſider- no; that and his late 
Preferment will do very well. 

Nevill. Tord Lofty, 2000. 

Mort. Scratch him out again----he values him- 
ſelf roo much on his Family, and the Weight he 
bears in the Houſe; for when I made him an 
Offer of the Favour, that he might live, I told 
him, ſuitable to his Grandeur, he had the Stupi- 
dity to call it Bribing, and ſay that he had a ſoul 
above it.----As for the reſt, you'll enhance or di- 
miniſh, as you fee Occaſion, and let them be re- 
giſtred far | 


T1 urr- 
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Tirr. But, my Lord, I believe I could add one 
who is not in the Lift, for enabling him to keep 
one or two Miſtreſſes the more. . 

Mort. Though I have more than my Number, 
yet, ſince he's ſo eaſily gained, put him down 400 
Marks. | n YH 

. Nevill. His Name? 

Turr. Lord Flaß. | 1 85 

Nevill, Your Lordſhip has no further Com- 
mands at preſent? © 7 I 5 

Mort. No: [exit Nevill] but Turrington ! 

Turr. Would your Lordſhip have me look over 
theſe Petitions? | : 

Mort. No, no, let theni lie---we have ſomething 
elſe to do than examine needy Petitions . What 
Money did you receive Yeſterday on my Account? 

Turr. Twas but a very indifferent Day truly 
I received only to, odo Marks for two Patents; 
5009 for a General's Commiſſion; 6000 for the 
Direction of the Cuſtoms; 2000 for a Place in the 
Navy, and 1000 for the Grant of another. Be- 
ſides abundance of petty Fees, as Remembrancers 
only. | | 

Mort. When the grand Sum comes down then 
we ſhall remember; till then we ſhall be deaf. 
But, Turrington, be ſure ſee, that the Entertairi- 
ment be ſplendid, magaificent---ſpare no Coft--- 
I muſt gain my Point, ard Eating and Drinking 
will do't, if any thing can: for thoſe I have td 
do with are great Belly-Mongers. | 
Turr. My Lord, I obey your Orders, [ Exit. 


ye Enter Sly. 
Sh. Sir Maiden Battery deſires to kiſs your 
Honour's Hand. | jo 
Mort. Shew him in [exit Sly] What does this 
Bullet-headed Knight want now; I ſaved his Life 
but t'other Day, for which I had 20,0900 Marks 
-----T hope *cis in Danger again. 
D 2 Euter 


28 THE FALL OF MOR TIMER. 


Enter Sir Maiden Battery and Sly. 


Mort. Sir Maiden Battery, J am glad to ſee you 
out of your Confinement. 

Sir M. Bat. Give meLeave, my Lord, further to 
teſtify my Gratitude for your-Intereſt. [Gives Money. 

Mort. Sir Maiden, you may depend upon me 
on the like, or any other Occaſion I am a little 
buſy now. 
Sir M. Bat. My good Lord and Preſeryer, I am 

your moſt obliged and moſt obedient. [ Exit. 
Mort. A ſenſible Man! of my Word he has a 
right Notion of Favours----buc Sly ! 

Shy. My Lord. 
Mort. You keep diligent Watch on Bie; 
Delamore, Lei cefter, and Exeter. 

Sly. They cannot move a Finger, pleaſe your 
Honour, but I, and my Ecmiſfaries know it. 

Mort. See you have a ſtrict Eye, and from time 
to time let Turrington and Nevill know what paſſes 
— Send in Secret. [ Exit Sly. 
The Weight of publick and private Affairs hangs 
ſo very heavy upon m Shoulders, that were it 
not for the Queen, I don't know what I ſhould 


do; nay, all I can do, Mountacute and his deviliſh 
Faction undo. 


Enter Secret. 

Secret. J attend your Lordſhip's Pleaſure. 

Mort. Here, carry theſe Heads to my Lord 
Sheep-Hooł, with my Service, and bid him draw 
them up as ſevere as poſſible ; and this Bill to 
Swearwell, for his ſecret Service of impeaching 
twenty of our Enemies. 

Secret. They are below, an't pleaſe your Lord- 
ſhip, with Serjeant Either/ide. 


Mort. Well, then, diſpatch thoſe two, and let 
the other come up. Exit Secret. 


What 
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What with Solicitations, Envy, and keeping 
Things eaſy and quiet, among my Creatures, I'm 
even plagu'd out of my Senſes. Were it not for 
Fear of being call'd to Account, I'd lay all my 
Employments down, and think myſelf happy. 


Enter . Serjeant Eitherſide and Secret. 

Serjeant Either/ide, how do you? I hope your 
Brother-in-law Serjeant Hudale-Cauſe is well. I am 
glad to ſee you ---: you are my old Friend and Ac- 
quaintance——let me fee, above twenty Tears 

| ſtanding—ha! is it not ſo ? 

Serj. Your Lordſhip hits the Mark of Time ex- 
actly, and I proteſt the Honour you have done 
me requires Acknowledgments beyond the Talents 
I am endowed; withal; let me therefore, avoiding 
Prolixity, profoundly celebrate your Lordſhip's 
Praifes, and acquaint the World, that the Favours 
you have placed on me your Creature, exalt me 
to the Pinnacle of Ambition, and as an incumbent 
Duty, oblige me to conſecrate myſelf and Poſte- 
rity to your Lordſhip's Pleaſure Give me 
Admittance therefore moſt humbly to pay this 
Tribute of Duty, and with it the Orizons of many 
happy Years, 

Mort. The Man ſpeaks well, [weighs the Jas 
there is Weight in his Words —a great Sign o 
an able Pleader How does your Niece ? 

Serjeant. My Lord ! 

Mort. How does your Niece, I ſay ? What, art 
thou deaf ? | 

Serj. She's very well, my gracious Lord, and | 
happy that your Lordſhip takes Notice of her. 
Mort. I never ſaw her, but am told ſhe ls a very . 
pretty Girl, and notable too. 

Serj. She is reckoged ſo, my Lord, but there is 
nothing like ſeeing to be convinced. -If your 
Lordſhip pleaſes, I will go and fetch her. 


Alert. 
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Mort. Do ſo----thoult oblige me--[ Exit Eithef- 
ſide] This Eitherfide is a Fellow of rare Parts, 
and eminent Practice: I have known him cheat 
twenty People, and they never the wiſer ; but he 
is a better Pimp ſtill ; he makes nothing of ruin- 
ing his own Fleſh and Blood. | 

Secret. Such Men are wanting to fill the Bench 
withal, and I hope he may ſtand fair in your 
Lordſhip's Intereſt in the next Remove. He'd 
perform his Part rarely : He 1s no chatitable, con- 
ſeientious, timorous Fellow, but a thorough-pac'd 
Lawyer, and mighty hearty in the Cauſe. 

Mort. Sayeſt thou ſo Man! and by my Ho- 
nour it was well thought on. If theſe peuking, 
velvet-hearted, wary Knaves, that pretend to 
Scruples, ſeem averſe to comply with the Queen's 

Deſires any longer, they ſhall make toom for more 
deſerving Perſons.---I do admire they have ſo little 
Grace as to receive a plentiful Salary, and make no 
Return for it. | 
Secret. 1 will pawn my Soul for * —— His 
Temper may be moulded to what Uſe Occaſion 
ſnall require; beſides, his Wants will prompt him 
to comply; his Gains are not ſufficient to maintain 
his Family as his Wife would have it; for ſhe 
loves to go as fine as moſt of them do; and for a 
new Gown would make him give away the — 
Cauſe in the World: His Eſtate too is mortgaged 
paſt Recovery to maintain her Pride. 

Mort. But his Niece, Secret, his Niece ? 

Secret. Oh, ſhe is the prettieſt Creature my Eyes 
ever looked on! ſuch a Compoſition of Fleſh and 
Blood! fo witty ! ſo modeſt ! fo allvring !---- 

Mort. And ſuch a Companion I want; for 1 

am grown ſo melancholy of late, that I am not 
what I was. If ſhe is of a coming Nature, ſhe is 
made for ever: I grow aged; this turmoiling 
in the Government wearics me out ſtrangely.---F 


want- 


Ul 
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want, like the Heathen Monarchs, my Seraglio, 
to refreſh me after the Buſineſs of the Day. 
And is ſhe tractable, ſay you? 

Secret. Eaſy as Innocence itſelf. 35 

Mort. He ſhall be a r am much re- 
freſhed with the Thoughts that I can ſerve the 
Nation and myſelf ſo luckily- but is ſhe ſuch a 
pretty, ſweet, dapper Piece of Beauty ? I will 
make thee à great Man before it be long. 
Secret, My Lord, ſhe is whatſoever you can 
fancy; nor can you ſtretch your Thoughts into 
Imagination, but ſhe exceeds it in Subſtance---bur 
ſee the Angel, with her Uncle. 


Enter Serjcant Eitherſide, and his Niece Maria: 


Mort. Secret, retire [ Exit Secret. 
A glorious Woman | how her Eyes ſparkle! and 
how the Blood juts in and out upon her Cheeks, 
as if it hoped ſome good were coming towards her! 
--- Come, {ſweet one---[ Kiſſes] her Lips are made 
of Velvet, ſmooth, ſoft, and pliable. Serjeant, 
as I rold you before, I have a great Kindneſs for 
you, and hearing that you had a Niece of worthy 

ducation, whoſe Merits ſpoke her Praiſe, (O you 
are a little Tempter !)-I can do no leſs, having 
your Preferment in my Eye, than while I was 
doing good for you in ſome meaſure, to advance 
your Niece's Fortune----My Houſe wants ſuch a 
ſober, diſcreet young Woman to manage it; and 
by the way, I muſt call you my Lord. 

Serj. Oh, Sir! 

Mort. Indeed I muſt---the queen upon my Re- 
queſt doth confer the Office of a Judge on you, as 
you deſerve; and for ought I know, you may be 
in a little time Chief-Juſtice---This 1 have done, 
my Friend, to ſerve you: But to the Matter; 
what ſay you Mr. Serjegnt, (my Lord, I beg your 

| PT, Pardon} 


— 
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Pardon) are you willing to put your Nicce under 
my Care and Protection? Ha! 

Serj. My Lord, you fo highly oblige me, I am 
ſtruck ſilent with the manner of it---- A Fudge, 
Chief-Fuſtice ! T am confounded with the Honour. 
my Lord, the Maid is whatever you pleaſe to 
make her. 

Mort. Then I'll make a Woman of her ſpeedily. 
What fay you, pretty Lady? I am a dd, 
and have but few Relations, who are all well pro- 
vided for, thank Heav'n, and my own Ma. 
nagement !---ſo that, if I do well, TY make your 
Fortune; if I die, you ſhall have no Cauſe to repent. 

Mais. Would thou wert dead! muſt 1 then 
be the Sacrifice to my Uncle's Ambition? Be 
Ready, Virtue, and aſſiſt me, Heaven; the*-poor, 
I will not be baſe----Oh Mountacute ! 

Mort. What ſay you, Fair One ? | 

Maria. In any honeſt way J ſhould be 55500 
| toſerve your-Lordſhrp, and obey wy Uncle. 

Mort. Pretty Innocence! 

Serj. He may in time make her his Heir; at 
Jeaſt her Fortune is made, and I am freed of a 
Burden [ Afde] My worthy Lord, her Mind and 
mine are all one, and will take any Impreſſion 
your Lordſhip ſhall ſtamp on em -A Judge ! 
Wife be of Comfort; thy Chariot ſhall be turned 
into a Coach ; thy Pew at Church be tripped of 
Bayes, and lined with Velvet; and thou ſhalt 
take Place of my Lady Mayoreſs, Niece---You 
were born under a happy Planer, Huzzy---For- 
tune throws herſelf into your Lap---make Uſe on't 
while *tis offered---A Lord]! Oh, lack a day! 1 
cannot contain my Extaſy. | 

Mort. Have you conſider'd, little One, of the 
Offer? you ſhall command in chief, and no Harm 
ſhall come to you. 
Maria. I hope not. 


Mort. 
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Mort. Fear it not. | 
Maria. I truſt in your Honour. 
Serj. Niece, you mult not talk fo impertinently 
—incline your Mind and Body as his Lordſhip 
ſhall think fir. | bit 
_ Maria: I muſt beg to be excuſed there, good 
Uncle. 

Mort. I am overjoyed I can ſerve my old Friend. 
—— Well, Child, I will take Care of you My 
Lord, within two Days your Patent ſhall be ready: 
I would diſcourſe a little with your. Niece in pri- 
vate. 

Serj. Pl leave her with your Lordſhip. 
Mort. Pray call me Brother Lord - we are both 

Lords now. | 

Serj. Then Brother Lord Oh pretty! I'll 
leave her with your Brother Lordſhip. 

Mort. Do, do. 


Maria. How! vill you leave me alone with a 
Man, Uncle? | 


* 


Serj. Peace, Baggage Uncle! I am a Judge. 


I'll make the Knaves that brought the Extent 
againſt me ſmoak---A Judge! I will feague the 
Rogues:---Brother-Lord, [ am your Brother-Lord- 
ſhip's moſt humble, and eternally engaged Ser- 
vant and Judge. 

Mort. Oh, my Lord Judge, your Friend---- 


[ Goes to the Door and locks it. 
Maria. Ha! what now 


But, Mountacute, I will not wrong my Love to 


| T hee--- 
have kept it pure, unſullied, hitherto, 
And will, ſpite of this mighty Man, ' 
And mightier Villain Uncle. | 


Mort. My dear Child, I ſhall reſpect thy Uncle 


infinitely for thy fake. Nay, be not baſhful, I 
am thy Friend, thy Governor, and thou art be- 
E | come 


, 
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come my particular Care--Here,: here is Gold for 
thee---thou ſhalt have more than thou canſt 

Maris. I can never / deſerve. this Bounty; ner 
can I guels why it is you bribe your Servant thus-- 
indeed you make me bluſh. 

Mort. Fye, fye, you muſt not bluſh at a Bribe 
---It is my Way, Child----but I have given thee 


my Heart, and am going to put my Body into 
thy Poſſeſſion. 


Maria. For Heaven's ſake l as you have Modo. 

Mort. Yes, yes, you ſhall find I have Honour, 
and Courage both--come, come, this way, Child - 

[ Forcing her into the Chamber. 

| Maria. Nay, pray, my Lord, do no Viotence--- 
As I live here's a Gentleman to your Lordſhip ! 

Mort. Pox of his Impertinence! Could he find 
no other Time but now -but go, go- into that 
Room-- I'll be with you preſfently---nay, go; all 
Wall be well, and I will be civil. 


[ Puts her off, and locks ber in. 


* Turrington. 


Well, Turrin — 
Turr. My „the Sucks you 49 600 are 
eome, ſcated, — ſeem | impatient- 
Mort. For the Repaſt, to be ſure. 
Turr. Nay, they ſeem indeed ſharp ſet--- 
Mort. The ſharper the better for my Buſineſs. 
Turr. I heard my Lord Cramdown ſay, he had 


not broke his Faſt this Half. Hour. 


Mort. Poor Gentleman! I am afraid he will be 
ſtarved if he faſts half another---Is every thing 
ready ? 


Turr. Every thing, my Lord---the Sauces are 

all prepar'd. 
Mort. Well then, I'll be with them-----They 
are above bribing, ey lay; let us ſee if we 
cannot 


/ 
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cannot eat and drink them into better Under- 
ſtanding. | 


And when I have diſpatch/d — Tl repair 
To finiſh Matters with th impriſon'd Fair. 


End of the Second A C T. 
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SCENE Continued. 
Enter Turrington and Nevill. 


Turrington. 


FFA IRS ſeem veering, and the Fane of 
Edward, 
Which hitherto has pointed to our Wiſhes, 
Now turns againſt us. Out of what Corner 
Comes this Blaſt of Change? It is ſudden. 
All are as huſh as Murderers when eſcaping z 
Privacy, the Waiting-woman's Virtue, ts in uſe, 
And the young Prince has left his darling Sports 
For clofer Studies. 
Nevill. *Tis odd; and we muſt arm _ it 
Juſt now 
J would have paſſed the Anti- chamber, 
And a ſtarched Fellow grimly ſtop'd my 8 
I aſked the Knave by whoſe Authority 
He barr'd my Entrance! he reply'd moroſely, 
Twas by my Betters, and he would obey chem: 
Then, I demanded if the Raſcal knew me? 
Turr, What ſaid he then? 
Nevill. He anſwered, better than I knew my ſelf y 
Bid me return; there was no Room for Scouts. 
The ill-bred Dog had ſurely ſtood correfted, 
E 3 
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Had not old Leicefter, Berkeley, Exeter, 
With buſy Faces, come into the Rom. 


To theſe he turn'd theKey---ſaid they were ſtaid for, 
Turr. Theſe froward Peers envy our Maſter's 
Fortune. | 


Some of em have been faulty againſt the Queen, 
For which they were forbid the Royal Preſence, 


And with a Sullenneſs withdrew from Court. 


What brings em hither now is worth Enquiry : 
" Unſent for I am ſure they did not come; 


For Mortimer and they, like jarring Elements, 
Have conſtant Enmity, and muſt keep Diſtance. 
Nevill. I wiſh it bodes not Ill to th' common 
Cauſe---- | - | 
But what this Feaſting ?---what has that produc'd ? 
Has it encreas'd the Number of our Friends ? 
Turr. Not all the high-ſpic'd Viands there pre- 


ar'd, 


p | 
Nor yet the oft-fild Goblet aught avail'd. 


They ſtood it out to th? laſt; and ſaid, as far 

As Juſtice went, they'd vote his Will - No farther. 
Nevill. Then, this is not a time to tell our Tale? 
Turr. He muſt betold---Our Safety is concern'd. 


Scene changes to another Apartment. 


Enter Mortimer and Serjeant Eitherſide, with a 


Paper. 


He mumbles it over---Eyes Mortimer, and at 
laſt ſpeaks the ſuppoſed End. 

Serj. ----Formal Procels. 
Let Mountacute be diſpatch'd, ſay you? ha! 
murder'd! 1 77 

Mort. Why do you heſitate? I ſay diſpatch'd: 
Are you ſo ſqueamiſh you can't digeſt the Term? 

Serj. No, my Lord, not I; but wou'd not lodg- 
ing him in Gaol for his Life ſerve as well? 

Mort. Away, Trifler---do you make Scruples ? 


let me but hear another Syllable that contradicts - 


what 


— 
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what I've decreed, and thou art loſt for ever -I 
will diveſt thee of thy Lordſhip ; expoſe thee as a 
Sacrifice to the Rabble; and how they'll uſe thee, 
thy Conſcience beſt can tell. 

Serj. The Devil's in him; I muſt ſabmit----I 
have run myſelf, like Thieves, ſo far into ill Com- 
pany, that now I would reform, my Aſſociates 
won't let me [ Afide} My Lord, I beſeech you be 
not angry: I did this only to ſound the Depth of 
your Lordſhip's Intentions z and ſince you are re- 
ſolv'd, he ſhall be diſpatch'd----murder'd----any 
thing, 

Mort, *Tis well------about it then. 

Serj. I was born to ſerve your Honour, I will 
retrieve your Favour, though it be by turning 
Executioner myſelf : and will truſs up your Ene- 
mies with as little Regret, as a Farmer does the 
Moles that moleſt his Ground ----It ſhall be done, 
my Lord. | [ Exit. 

Mort. This Fellow came from Proteus, the Ca- 


melion changes not faſter---How now! Your Buſi- 
nels, 


Enter Torrington and Nevill. 


Turr. *Tis of Importance: Stand upon vour 
Guard; 
For Berkley, Exeter, and many others, 
Who not long ſince were baniſh'd from the Court, 
Are now with Edward, cloſe lock'd up with him. 
Mort. Ha! T4264 
Nevill. By Heavens, *tis true-+---we ſaw em 
enter. ä x 
We wou'd have follow'd 'em, but were deny'd; 
Nay, order'd to retire-----and the Out-Courts | 
Are fill'd with rough-hew'd Slaves, who guard the 


Lords. | 
Mort. Withdraw to my Apartment---I'll come 
preſently [ Exeunt Turr. and Nev. 


How's this? fo cunning, Boy? Damnation! 
Are 
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Are ye upon the Catch, my Politicians ? 

That Exeter's the Devil for a Stateſman, 

And muſt be the Guide o' th Connell too, or 
Nothing. 

The ſubtle Fiend has left and ſought more Parties 

Than all the Cabinet-Pack ſhuffled together. 

He was for us, but, faulter'd when he found 

My In- reft greater in the Queen than his. 

He h rather be the Foreman of a Jury, 

Than ſecond in the Council of Four Hundred. 

Why he and Berkley ever have been Foes; 

Conſtantly jealous of each other's Greatneſs ; 

And tho' they both have lik'd each other's Mea- 
ſures, 

Still Contradiction was their practis'd Spight: 

But in this Cauſe 'tis probable they'll join; 


And to ſecure it, give their Spleen Ceſſation. 
What's to be thought on? 


Enter Queen, 
Queen. What, always muſing, ever melancholly ? 
Beware of the Infection; none ſo wretched 
As thoſe poſſeſſed of Jealouſy and Doubts. 


Mort. But, Madam, mine's a Subject calls for 
Thought: 


No vain Chimæra, but a juſt Occaſion: 
Nevill and Turrington have brought Advice, 
And J am ſorry I muſt tell it you; 

Thoſe faucy Peers, who villify'd your Crown, 


Not ſparing Cenſure of your private Actions, 


Are giving vile Iaſtructions to your Son; | 
Learning the pliant Youth how he may ſhake 
The Fetters of Obedience off betimes, 
While eagerly he liſtens to the Charm, 


And ſmiles to hear himſelf ſaluted Tung, by 


Queen. Is it poſſible ? 


Mort. You be the Judge; for you it moſt con- 
cerns. 


Since 
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Since Mountacute has whiſtled to this Sterling, 
All his Apartments have been cloſely kept; 
New Waiters plac'd, thoſe you aſſign a, diſcharg'd, 
Leſt they might do their Duty, and infortin.... 
Tell me, my Royal Miſtreſs, can you bear 
The Hand of Limitation and Controul ? 
Can you with Eaſe reſign the glorious Throne 
Into the Hands of Exeter and Berkley ? 
Queen. Diſtraction's in the Thought 
Mort. Can the obey, who always did command? 
Can ſhe retire, who ever liv'd in Splendor ; 
Nay, 8 8 the World too ſcanty for her Great- 
neſs, 
Accept a private Penſion, ſmall Attendance, 
And live by him whoſe Soul from her's took being? 
Whilſt I muſt to their long-grown Malice bow, 
Or die, or hve on infamous Conditions. 
Nay, bluſh not, Madam, this muſt all be done, 
And more, when theſe be Edward's Governors. 
Queen. That ne'er ſhall be, and Jabella living: 
Be thou as once, when Spencer, Gaveſton, 
The Minions of my Huſband, did attempt 
To curb my Will, and 1 defy'd them all: 
No, Mortimer, it I-could give him Death, 
Think'ſt thou this feeble Spawn, this lender Of- 
ſpring, 
Bred when I wiſh'd a Barrenneſs upon me, 
That he ſhall baulk the Meaſures of my Soul ? 


Mort. She fires. [Alde. 
Queen. Can the froward Chit believe, becauſe 
my Son, 


Pd till him with a Play- thing call'd a Crown, 
And live myſelf on Curteſy of State, 

The Fragments of the Grandeur I had left? 
Periſh ten Sons e'er ſuch a Fir poſſeſs me! 

Mort. There ſpoke a Queen; this is true Majeſty. 
Apprar, and like the Planzt of the Day, 
Diſperſe the ſullen Fogs that cloud your Luſtre. 

Since 
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Since Mountacute and Holland, Exeter and the reſt, 
Have ſoar'd, like Icarus, beyond their Bounds, 
The waxen Wings ſhall melt in your bright Beams; 
And find in Floods Rewards for their Ambition. 
Queen. They fall, my Mortimer, they ſank for 
ever. 
I will viſit ſtrait theſe cloſe Conſpirators, 
Who think themſelves ſo huſh'd in their Deſigns : 
As for this Rebel Son, he is a Diſeaſe, 
And I will purge the Venom from my Blood, 
As if a Leproſy had compaſſed me: 
J will have no Competitors in Power. 
If in the Father's Time I rul'd alone, 
Tl never yield that Honour to the Son: 
Hard ſhall he tug if he will have the Sway; 
And if at laſt 'tis forc'd and rack'd away, 
As I ſhall ſcorn the Conqueſt to outlive, 
This ſhall a Period to his Triumph give. 
[Shews a Dagger] Exit} 


Scene changes to another Apartment, 
Enter Serjeant Eitherſide, and Maria; be pulling 


Serj. Come in, you Baggage, you run-away 
Thief—— Ir is well I met you: I would not have 


had you gone home for five thouſand Pounds 


Gad's my Life, I had been unjudg'd before my 
Taylor had finiſhed my Robes—I ſhould not have 
had the Satisfaction of ſeeing how Scarlet becomes 


me, and your Aunt wou'd have turn'd you out of 


Doors. | 
Maria. Why wou'd you leave me then alone 
with him? he wou'd have forc'd me 
Serj. To have pleas'd yourſelf; come, come, no 
more Words [pulling out a Hendkerchief, drops a 
Paper, 


W. i.” Aa hind 
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Paper, which ſhe takes up] away with your buts, 
your ifs, and your yets, and join Iſſue immediately, 
or you're nonſuited— Mult I be forc'd to uſe my 
Authority? don't provoke me, leſt you ſink under 
the Weight of a Judge's Diſpleaſure - We are 
dreadful Fellows in Power ! therefore have a Care. 

Maria. This new Honour has certainly craz'd 
my Uncle! o' my Conſcience, rather than be de- 
graded, he would ftand by this Devil of Mortimer 
himſelf, till he perform'd the Deed of Darkneſs--- 
Pray, Sir, let me go Home. 

Serj. If you will go to the Place from whence 
you came, you ſhall thence to the Place 6f Execu- 
tion, where you ſhall be Hang'd till you're half 
Dead, and then be cut into four Quarters, and 
your Bowels burnt, for high, Swinging high Trea- 
ſon, in rebelling againſt the Sovereign Authority 
of my unſpotted Ermin. | ; 

Maria. This Crime will make it foul; 

Black as Hell's Practice, or the Trade of Perjury: 
What to do I know not: If I refuſe, I loſe his Fa- 
vour, and that's my Bread: If I comply, then 
farewell Reputation and Peace of Mind. 

Serj. What, again at a ſtand ? Why, you perplex 
the Cauſe worſe than an Evidence that's deaf and 
dumb, and is only to be underſtood by Signs 
Go to, and know your Duty, for 1 expect an Obe- 
dience as if I were your Father, You're my adopted 
Child, and bound to ſubmit to my Commands, if 
the ancient Meaſures of divine and human Laws 
are of- any Force; and if they are not, I'll make 
new Ones on this Occaſion. | 
Maria. Command my Life, and I'll freely give 
it; but this is ſuch a Taſk, I cannot think upon't, 
but Horror ſeizes me. 4 

Serj, Whence comes theſe Fits, in the Devil's 
Name? they're not of the Mother, I'm ſure : She 
n F | wou'd 


— 
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wou'd have (wallow'd ſuch an Offer, and have made 
no Bones on't. 

Maria. Diſpoſe of me any ways but this: tho? 
it be to my Death, I'll thank you for't; bur to 
give myſelf up to the lewd Embraces of a Perſon 
I mortally hate, is far more terrible; and I had 
rather ſtarve than gain a Fortune on ſuch baſe 
Conditions. 

Serj. Conditions Why thou perverſe Chit of a 
wanton Generation, how cam'ſt thou thus baſtard- 
122d? huſwife, huſwife, if you won't lie with him, 
you will with ſomebody you like better, and Fll 
make you accept of my Choice, or turn you out 
of doors with your Load of Virtue, inſtead of a 
Portion, and ſee how the ſtarving your Spirit will 
agree with the Pride of your Fleſh... 

Maria. What ſhall I do? what Courſe ſhall I 
ſteer ? | 

Serj. That which tends to the making you rich 
and happy. 

Maria. I ſhall be ruin'd. 

Serj. You ſhall be made. 

Maria. A Whore. 

Serj. Why you peremptory Carrion, who thrives 
that are otherwiſe? He's a wiſe Man, and will be 
careful of your Honour in regard of his own 
and, to my Knowledge, tis ſafer truſting your 
Virtue in his Hands, than Money in a Banker's 
True, he's a little waggiſh,, or fo; alas! 
Child, that's nothing ----learned Men are of Opi- 


nion, that warming the Blood, by being now and 


then facetious, is very conducing to Health--Gad's 

my Life, he's here, Niece--if you have any Reſpect 
for yourſelf and me, play the part of an under- 
ſtanding Woman, and make Ule of the Time--have 
3 care I ſhall watch you [ Going. 


Enter 
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Enter Mortimer. 
Art. Ho! brother Lord a Word before 
you go. : | ; 

Serj. What Commands has my moſt” illuſtrious 
Prop of Preferment! Any thing new, my Lord? 

Mort. Happy News for you I always 
thought you would be a great Man; why the 
Queen, by me, puts an Opportunity into your 
Hands of being greater till. | 

Serj. Blow! does her Majeſty think upon the 
lowelt of her Subjects? I ſhall never be able to re- 
pay ſuch Goodneſs- can I ſerve her, my Lord? 

Mort. Why, no body elſe; ſhe has try'd the 
Judges already, and they are reſtiff, like ſo many 
tired Horſes, | 
Serj. What is it, my Lord? what is it ?---how 
does your Lordſhip like my Niece? is ſhe cour- 
teous ? | 8 

Mort. Charmingly, charmingly - but to our 
Buſineſs; there are a Parcel of froward Perſons, 
that ſtand upon their Privileges becauſe they are 

Peers, and, you muſt know, are very unmannerly 
both to the Queen and myſelf, Now they were 
ordered to be proſecuted wich Mountacute, and the 
Knaves in Scarlet refuſed, pretending they were 
above their Cognizance. 1 | 
Serj. How ! above their Cognizance | who are 
they? let me know 'em, and their Crimes, and if I 
do not caſe em up, ungaſe me---But what will be- 
come of me if a Parliament ſhould be ſummoned ? 

Mort. Oh! fear it-not : the Queen will never 
call a Parliament, leſt they might queſtion her, as 
well as you ; therefore be ſtanch, 

Serj. Twiſt a Whip, PII go thro? ſtitch, my 
Lord; Ill wade through thick and thin, till I'm 
made Chief Juſtice, or Chancellor. [Exit. 

| | F 2 a Mert. 


Method I follow to a Tittle— 
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Mort. Tis well, my little wandering Jew, you 
came back as you did; elſe you had loſt a Lover. 


Say then, can'ſt thou loye me ? Speak, and make 


me happy, and thy ſelf illuſtrious. f 
Maria. I muſt teign a Compliance, till 'm out 


of his Power. Aide] Good Sir, ſpare the Trouble, 


and let my Bluſhes ſpeak my Heart. 
Mort. What! muſt I then be forc'd to bribe 


my Judge, cer {he will give her Opinion----here, 
1 5279 Gold for thee---nay, nay, take it-----ſhe 
has nick'd me faith; my own Way exactly; the 


but * Sen- 


tence---- 


Maria. I am not as I was, yet cannot t tell my 
Ailing. Since I have ſeen you, & 2 Heart doth 
throb and beat, as if *rwou'd have Liberey. 
Mort. Caught, by my Honour | ſhe's in, and 
at this rate there will be no Occaſion for Vio- 
lence. [ 4/ade. 
Maria. And when you ſpeak of Love, your 
Words pierce me---I find a pleaſing Shivering 
ſeize on me, and I grow giddy with the unuſual 
0 
: 117 In Love, the Experience of thirty could 
not have demonſtrated better----Come, Child, Il 


repay it with double Intereſt----I have a thouſand 


fine Curioſities within my Cloſet, which thou ſhalt 


be Lady of immediately. 


Maria. Oh, Heavens! What have I done? I've 


foob'd myſelf into a Sna:e . But bleſſed Deliver- 


ance ! my Uncle. 


Re-enter Serjeant Eitherſide, confus'd, and Tcoking 
round the Room for the Paper be dropp'd. 

Mort. Pox on this Raſcally Setjeant! the Fellow 

has forgot all Manners fince I made him a Judge 


how now, my Lord ! what brings you ſo 
ſoon back.“ . 


Serj. 
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let me tell yoo ſhe mends apace-----ſhe is not half 
ſo ſqueamiſh as ſhe was. Lad 

Serj. Verily I rejoice to find the Wench has Grace 
at laſt Many a Leſſon have I read her, and many 
an aching Heart have I had for fear ſhe ſhould re- 
bel againſt my paternal Tenderneſs, and become 
graceleſs. | 


Mort. But now, Child, tell your Uncle there's 
no fear on't. : | 
Maria. I hope, my Lord, there is not. 


Serj. I tell you, my Lord, your ſhy Cocks, for 
the moſt part, fight the belt Battle. 


Enter Gentleman. Re” 

Gent. My Lord, here's a ſaucy, impertinent, 
inſolent fort of a Man below, ſays, he muſt and 
will ſpeak to your Lordſhip----He's not to be ſaid 


nay. 
Mort. Muſt ſpeak with us? what wants he ? 
what is he ? doſt know ? | | 
Gent. His Buſineſs, he ſaid, was with the Ma- 
ſter, and not with the Man; and looks one of the 
meaner Citizens. | 
Mort. No Citizen of Rank durſt uſe any of my 
Dependents in that rough Manner; however, fend 
him up, let's fee this abrupt Raſcal z if his Intelli- 
gence be not plealing, he thall pay dear for this In- 
terruption. [ Exit Gent. 
Serj. I find, my Lord, you are uneaſy at your 
being fo open to Buſineſs ; nor can vou be private 
| : here, 
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here, indeed, as Love requires ----- What thinks 
your Lorpſhip of my Houſe ? there you may be 
n : e 

Mort. Lou adviſe well, and as becomes your 
Robe Nothing better- As ſoon as I've diſpatch'd 
this Wretch, PI attend you. | 


Enter Felt. 


Felt. A hard Caſe, truly---becauſe I have not 


fine Cloaths on, forſooth, I muſt be abuſed by a 
Pack of Scoundrels here. 


: Mort. What's the Matter, Friend? Why fo 


angry * 3 
Felt. Why, to be plain with your Honour, that 
Porter of yours is a Hangman-looking Dog; a 
griping, ſkinny Raſcal, and puſh'd the Door in my 
- ace, becauſe I would not daub his ugly Fiſt, for- 
ooth. 
Serj. Hark ye, Maſter, take Care what you ſay 
——you're before a Judge, do you ſee me 
you know the Penalty of inſulting the Servant of a 
Perſon in his Lordſhip's high Station; Let me tell 
you, Friend, *tis Scandalum magnatum. _ 
Felt. Be what it will, Perſons in high Station 
mould teach them better Manners then. | 
Mort. Upon what Provocation was all this? 
Felt. Provocation, an pleaſe you! No more 


than I give your Honour now——— T1 only ſaid I 


had paid Scot and Lot, and gone thro! all the Of- 
fices of the Pariſh, as you in the Government; and 


wilh'd my Country perhaps as well as your Lord- 
Ahip. I hope a Body may fay ſo much without Of- 


fence. 


Serj. Item, Scandalum nagnatum, in extremo. — 
Offence with all my Heart! Why, can there be a 
gone than to ſpeak irrevereatly of Public Mini- 


ers? 
Mort. 


— 
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Mort. Pr'ythee no more of this Impertinence, 
but to the Buſineſs. | 

Felt. I come, my Lord, in the Name of all my 
Fellow-Cirizens, to demand Juſtice, in Behalf of a 
poor Man that was inveigled to give his Vote for 
twenty Marks: but the Purchaſer not getting his 
Election, has fince thrown him in Jail fort, which 
we think a very hard Caſe. 

Mort. The Plaintiff's Name? | 

Felt. Sir Nettle Bribevote, an pleaſe you. . 

Mort. Ha! ſpeak again. 

Felt. Why, Sir Nettle Bribevote, an pleaſe you. 

Mort. Know'ſt thou what thou ſay'ſt? He's a 
Friend of ours, and incapable of a baſe Action. 

Felt. Let him be whoſe Friend he will, the Ac- 
tion's lodg'd, and *tis a Shame the poor Man ſhould 
be kept in Hold any longer. 

Mort. How now! do'ſt thou preſume to direct 
us? ; | 

Felt. Marry, ſome People want Direction. 

Mort. Inſolence! be gone, or 

Felt. I thought as much [ Exit grumbling. 

Serj. Come, my Lord, this beggarly Elf is be- 
neath your Notice. | 

Mort. He is ſo therefore, my Lord, we'll! 
loſe no Time- [ accept of your Invitation. 

Serj. Your Lordſhip does me inexpreſſible Ho- 
nour Huzzy ! You'll be ſure to follow. 

0 | [Exeunt. 

Maria. They are gone, and, thank Heaven, F 
am once more delivered from the Brink of Deſtruc- 
tion ſo, now let me gratify my Curioſity 
[Takes a Paper out of her Boſom, and reads it.] 
Good Heaven! what do I ſee! the very Scroll of 
Death Directions in what Manner to proceed 
againſt Mountacute la. Be but propitious Stars, and 
J will make this Inſtrument of Villainy the Guide 
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by which PII ſteer this almoſt ſinking Bark throu gh 


all the Rocks which threaten his Deſtruction--L 
ir will bring me to his Right-- Bleſſed Accident! 


o 


| And tho” my Fortune can't ex pets his Love, 
My generaus Care of him be muſt. approve. 


FFC 
A cr WV. 
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Enter Mountacute and Holland. 


Mountacute. 


LL Things move forward with a da des 

9 

And we ſhall reach the Harbour of Succeſs 

Sooner than we believ'd. *Tis now in View: 

Heav'n ſeems as if it took peculiar Care, 

Promiſing Safety to the Royal Cauſe, 

Inſpires the King, who ſteers the mighty Bark, 

Keeping him ſteady i in his Reſolution. ö 
Sir Rob. Hol. Tis wonderful indeed; it "A 

the Hand 

Of Providence is with us: Never Prince | | 

Was grac'd with ſo much Knowledge, as young Edward, 

Conſidering his Years, tis wonderful. 

He weighs with all the Gravity and Thought 

Of an experienc'd Stateſman what's propos'd, 

Hill as he ſpeaks, the Accent of each Word 

Keeps proper Time, and points to his Revenge. 

Mount. 
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Mount. His Ears are open to the Nation's Groans; 
He credits now the Baſeneſs of the Queen, 
In the Support of baſer eres 
Who magnifies his Miſchiefs by Succeſs, 
And thrives i'th' Eye of Heav'n. 
Sir Robt. Holl. Tax not the Pow'rs above, leſt 
we are forſaken : 
They often ſuffer what they don't approve. 
Their Vengeance makes us know why we are pu- 
niſh'd : 
Such Viſitations whet our Penitence; 
Create Reflections on the inward Cauſe 
For Canſcience is the Mirror of our Souls, 
Which repreſents the Errors of our Lives 
In their full Shape. 
Mount. But tell me Friend what Meſſage is re- 
turn'd * 
From Exeter and Berkley ? Will they come? 
Or choſe they rather tamely to be noozed ? 
Sir Rob. Holl. Be not too raſh, for they are Men 
of Worth. 
Do not believe, becauſe {hey left the Court, 
Retreating to their quiet rural Seats, 
Where they might gorge the Vulture of their 
Minds, - 
They're cold or ſtupid when their Honour calls. 
No, Mountacute, believe me, they have heard, 
That, in the Roll of Fame, there yet remains 
One Chance, one glorious Lot, that's worthy hazard, 
Whereby the Kingdom's Fate may be retriev'd. 
Rouz'd with the Summons, they have wing'd their 
Haſte, 
Vying who ſhall become the ſecond Curtius. 
Mount. Why, io it was with Leiceſter, when firſt 
I told the glorious Action now in Hand : 
He, like ſome Lion, almoſt ſtiff wich Eaſe, 
Lolling at length within his antic Cave, 
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Takes the Alarm of the Huntſman's Sound, 


At which he ſtretches out his well-grown Limbs, 
Bruſtles his horrid Main, and furls his Tail; 
Stalks to the Field, and ſwells to meet the F oe. 


Sir Rob t. Holl. They meet this Night at Council, 
where they'll find 


Matter prepar'd ſufficient to inſpire * em. 


Mount. All join; the Nobles, Gentry, and the 
Commons: 


The Chain is rivetted ; the wreſty People, 


Whoſe Rights and Privileges are uſurp' d, 

No longer free, but all in Vaſſalage, 

Are ripe for Miſchief, ready for Rebellion. 
They wait from us the Signal when to dole 
The Act of Juſtice.-wou'd the Cry were up, 


That I might ſee theſe Manglers of the Realm 


Drove to the Shambles, and expos'd as Beaſts, 


Enter Gervant. 


Serv. My Lord, a Gentlewoman waits to 91 
with you. 


Mount. Conduct her in. [ Exeunt Servant. 
Sir Robt. Holl. I'll take my Leave----at Six we 


meet again. [ Exit, 
Mount. I ſhall not fail. 


Re. enter Servant with Maria. 


Your Buſineſs, Fair One ? 


Maria. When I ſhall tell the Subject of my Er- 
rand, 
Perhaps it may deſerve Attention ; 
But I muſt requeſt your Privacy. _ 
Nods at the Servant, who exits. 
Mount. You are obey' d- By Heaven a charm 
ing Creature! 

Now ſpeak your Pleaſure, Madam. 


Maria. I come, my Lord, a Suppliant from a 
Maid, | 


\ 


Who 


1 


— 
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Who for ſome years has ey'd your noble Worth; 

And, tho? her Birth, nor Fortune, can pretend 

To merit that Return ſhe long has ſigh'd for, 

Yer ſo her partial Deſtiny has order'd, | 

She ſtill admires your Perſon and your Virtues, 
Mcunt. Well, my fair Suitreſs, whither does this 

tend ? 

Maria. With Silence hitherto ſhe has concealed - 

The ſaucy Flame; oft ſtrove to ſtifle it; 

Yet, rather than her Folly ſhould be known, 

She let it prey upon her vital Parts, 

Hoping ar laſt *twould end her hapleſs Days, 

And her ambitious Love die unrevealed. 
Mount, That was unkindly done, ſhe could not 
doubt Succeſs, 

When ſhe had one ſo fair to plead her Cauſe. 
Maria. The Diſproportion is ſo great between ye, 

That ſhe muſt {till deſpair, and ſtill love on. 

Fortune has plac'd ber where you moſt abhor: 

Diſeaſes, Infamy, or Death itſelf, 

You would not ſhun with more precipit Haſte, 

If I ſhould name the Perſon; yet, even there, 

Amidſt the Toil and Anguiſh of her Life, 

A happy Moment did preſent itſelf, 

To make her be the lucky Meſſenger | 

Of Health to you, tho* ſhe mult ever linger. 
Mount. I'll ſpare the Trouble of your Bluthes, 

Lady 

For I've a Sul fo tender of the Sex, 

Skill'd in the little Niceties of Love, 

As ſhall prevent the Torture of Confeſſion, 

And do you Juſtice. 

[Tokes her by the Hand, which ſpe pulls from 1 Lim. 


Maria. You wrong your Judgment, and you 
cenſure ill: 


I came not hither, Sir, on that Account: 
No loole Defires, the Product of ill Blood, 
Can blaſt che Reputation of my Life: 

G 
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My Honour guards me from that Infamy; 
But Tam hurry'd hither by my Fate, 
And bring a Secret of great Importance, 
The Service poſſibly may merit Pity | 
Which it I meet with, I am well rewarded. » 
Mount. I do belicas i it, and accept the Offer.-... 
Come, wave this Woman's Method ro allure us, 
You're ſafe and ſecret here---none can diſturb us: 
And Fit give you fach Returns of Love; 
Such heart ty Proof, thou ſhalt ſoon be convinc'd, 
Tho! it be Infant born, it rivals thine. 
Maria. Away l. How have I err'd! Are all 
Men thus? 
Thus full of Guilt ?---My Senſes do recover, 
And I begin to loath the Tempter's Charms--- 


Read chat. - Gives a Paper. ] for I muſt leave you. 


On, my Heart! 
If: thou would'ſt be my Friend, beat faſter on, 


And force thy Paſſage thro theſe feeble Walls. 


Mount. Yet ſtay---what have I here ? 
By all that's ſacred, peremptory Orders 
For my Deſtruction | Nlertimer's Hand to't ! 
How came ſhe by this ?---Now, I recollect 


She told me that her Fate had fix'd her where 
I ſhould deteſt the naming, if I knew it. 


It muſt be ſo--Well, my Deliverer, 


I thank you---by my Honour I'm ſincere ! 
This Scroll which thou haſt given ſpeaks thy Kind- 
neſs, 
And ſays, thou art all Goodneſs, tho' the Place 
Of thy Abode be with the worſt of Men : 
Nor will I lag in making a Return, 
{Offers Money, which ſhe . 

Tho at the Preſent I am loſt in Thought. 

Maria. J am rewarded, Sir, and have my End. 
If you apply this Caution 
To the right Uſe, you may. e the Snare; 
But, if you flight it, then -I know the worſt 
| | For, 
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For, tho' I am no ſuitable Companion 
In Life, yet, in the Grave, weundiſtinguiſhed 
Ma . Aſhes, tho? our Souls are diſtant. 
Mount. You muſt not leave me; I have much 
too ſay: 
The Injury I have done you by Suſpicion, 
When my rude Thoughts led me into an Error, 
I muſt attone. 
Maria. This Language does not ſuit my hum- 
ble Character; | 
Nor is it noble to deſpiſe my Sufferings. 
Mount. By all my Hopes of Credit I am real! 
There's ſomething from thy Eyes hath ſhot my 
Soul, 
And I could gaze for ever on ſuch Goodneſs. 
Maria. Alas! my Lord, wy Wiſhes ſtoop to 
Fear ; 
Your Dignity and Honour intervene. 


Mount. What will not Gratitude, with Love 


conjoin'd, 
Remove? Tell me no more of Honour, Dignity 
When Charms like thine appear, all muſt Sire 
place. 
Maria. My Lord, I had a Father, and a noble 
one, 
Whoſe Memory yet lives, tho' he is dead. 
Men ſpoke him brave, if Loyalty can plead 
In his Behalt---'T was,Qobnel Stapleton. 
Mount. Thou charm'ſt me e Loyalty 's 
a em 
Fit for a Prince's Crown. 
I knew thy Father; gallant, worthy Man 
His Sufferings were remarkable and noble ; 
And thou art, Fair One, richer, ſprung from that, 


Than had a Traytor, bleſs'd with Millions, got 


thee--- 
Pl to the King; acquaint him with thy Goodneſs: 
His Safety is procur'd by this Precaution : 
And 
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And ſure he'll recompence thy. Loyalty. 

With his Conſent we will for ever join; 

Thy Virtues will in future Ages ſhine, 


While untir'd Fame her matchleſs Worth ſhall Ging, 
Who ſav'd her Country, Lover, and her King. 


Scenc changes to Serjeant Eitherſide's. 


Enter Mortimer and Eitherſide. 


Mort. Thy Patent's ready che Queen and J have 
thought thee deſerving of it. 

Serj. Oh, Lord! how ſhall I ipeak my Gratitude 
for ſuch heav*nly Goodnels -A Lord-chief-juſtice! 
Lud! I can't contain myſelf. 

Mort. But the other Affair muſt be done to 

Nigh. | 
Serj. To Night muſt it be done ? 
Mort. This Night; the Queen's gone to her 
Son, | | 
Who is in Council with theſe Men we've men- 
tion'd. 
At dead of Night the guards ſhall ſeize em all; 
And, when they once are Pris'ners, ſee you take 
Care 
That nothing frees em but an Ax or Gibbet. 
Serj. But pray what Evidence has your Lordſhip 
againſt em? 
Mort. Dull Wretch! Have I againſt them? 
Law and Religion fure are uſeleſs grown, 
When Prieſts want Vouchers, or a Judge Inform- 
ers. 
Think of the Management in Edmind's Tryal, 
And give theſe Lords his Fate. 
Ser. Well, well, my Led, their. Buſineſs ſhall 
ebe done. N 
Mort. Or they'll do our's—1 know. their * Sub- 
tletie: | 
p ner re ſilent Setters a2. and cloſe ; . 
4 Not 


ö 
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Not apt to queſt, and give their Quarry Notice--- 
*Tijs then the Net draws certain to Deſtruction. | 
Serj. Fear not my Diligence in diſpatching an | 
Enemy; but *twould do well to get the Queen to i 
paſs an Order under the Broad- Scal for the ſpeedy ; | 
1 


removing em to London, and let her Son be kept 4 
here *till they're diſpatch'd. = 
Mort. It ſhall be done---Is there ought elſe ? = 
Serj. That's all---and I'll fend up my Creatures | | 
before-hand to purchaſe a Jury for them. As for 
Evidence, there are poor Rogues in abundance ; 
and the larger the Bribe, the ſtronger the Oath--- 
ſo adieu, my Lord! You'll find Maria in her own 
Room I reckon by this---I hope ſhe'll divert your 
Lordſhip in the mean time----Oh, Lud ! a Chief- 
juſtice! | [ Exit. il 
Mort. What a Bundle of Self-Intereſt art thou ! it 
----.---Tho' I love-it in myſelf, I wonder at it in =! 
others---Well, now ſure I have nothing to fear ei- | 1 | 
ther from her Reſiſtance, the Surprize of a ſaucy 

Interruption, or my own Impotency ; but may re- {1} 
vel fafely till the deſtin'd Hour, that almoſt raiſes 1 
me to Soy'reignty. [Exit. 41 


— &— en 
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Scene changes to the Palace, diſcovers the King, | 
Leiceſter, Mountacute, Berkley, dir Tho. Dela- | 
more, Holland and Exeter, at Council. 


King. What will ye farther? This Scroll of | 
| Mountacute's | 
Fully expreſſes the dire Fiend's Deſign. 1 
Leeiceſt. Time muſt ſuit the reſt--- 

Nor may we trifle dangerous Diſtempers; 4 
they not meet a ſudden Oppoſition, 
They baffle all Preſcription when too late, | | 


And render Phyſic uſeleſs, 
Exeter. Tis thoroughly adviſed---purſue it, Sir. | 
SE. Sir Tho. | 
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Sir The. Dela. Your murder d F ather, whom we 
oft admoniſh'd, 


| Nay, told him plainly what hath ſince enſu'd, 


Laugb'd at our Caution: Sir, you muſt be careful, 


Or all is loſt beyond Recovery. 


Exeter. If you perſiſt in what you ſeem to like, 
Safety and Glory you will find attend it; 
But if the Queen ſhould chan ge you, farewel Power! 
Let Mortimer the Place of Edward fill: 


We are content to fall, if you are ſo. 


King. I will obſerve Directions, weigh- each 
Word ; 
Not vary from a Tittle---My Safety 
Is with your's, as your's with mine, united. 
Sure never Prince was ſav'd from greater Hazards, 
Under the ſpecious ſhew of Zeal to ſerve me. 
What muſt I call you? F riends ! that Name's too 


But vel Friend will venture wond'rous Things, 
When what we love is compaſs'd round with Dan- 
er. 
Let me embrace ye all, and tell the World, 
No Prince can match the Council I am bleſs d with; 
(Within.) I muſt acquaint the r ere I ad- 
mit your Majeſty. 
Queen. Traytor ! 


Enter a Waiter, driven in by the Queen. 


"King. What means this Noiſe ? 

They all riſe : ſhe walks round em, comes to the 
Front, and ſpeaks. 

Queen. The Rumour then is true! I find it now; 
But I much wonder, ye audacious Men, 
That ye afſemble here without my Leave; 4 
You who had fell, and juſtly, for your Crimes, 
Had not my Clemency excus'd your Lives. 

Has Mercy harden'd your preſumptuous Hearts ? 
Or are you pall Reproof ? F 1 
ir 


Sir Tho. Dela. Madam, what we have done 
ueen. There is a better Man to anſwer me 
Than Delamore, thou Uſher to theſe Schoolmen, 
Who in their Abſence ſets my Son ſuch Leſſons. 
Mount. Then, ſince your Majeſty--- 
Queen. Boys I could never liſten to- 
Go, prattle with my Page. 
Leiceft. If I may tpeak--- 
Queen. Age is a Changling, 
And languiſhes for Hoſpitals---You, Sirs, I ſpeak 
To, Exeter and Berkley, who draw together 
In the Team of Politicks : who ſent for you? 
Be brief, and anſwer juſtly, as you love your 
Lives. 


Berk. That we eſteem our Lives is very plain: 


Our Care o'th' King confirms it: 

It is by his Command we here are met, 

To argue his Propoſals, ſolve his Queſtions, 
And, to the utmoſt of our Thoughts and Duty, 


Preſerve the King, in Grandeur, Peace, and 


Safety. 
Queen. The King 
Exeter. The King: to whom your Majeſty's no 
Stranger 
Being ſo near related. 
Queen. Unheard of Inſolence! Why, who am I 
Exeter. His Mother. 
Queen. Traytor ! there is another Title due to 
me. 
Exeter. None that we know of. 
2ueen. Thou ly'ſt: 
And I will ſtamp the Falſhood down - Thooar-- 
Unthankful Boy ! how can'ſt thou ſuffer this, 
And hear thy Mother talk'd ſo to by Slaves? 
King. Madam, your Paſſion makes their Duty 
ger: 
You uſe * em not like Noblemen, but Peaſants. | 
H Tho? 
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Tho? Subjects, they have no Dependence on us; 
And Majeſty's: brag and ſerv'd by them, 
Much more than is at all Times fit to own. 
*Tis true they are not ſafe but under Kings, 
Nor can Kings flouriſh but by ſuch Aſſiſtance. 
Queen. Indeed, Sir! You are grown a Diſpu- 
tant, 
And jabber Politicks moſt learnedly ! --- 
Thou Tool, thou Inſtrument of Self- deſtruction 
Bo'ſt think theſe State-W orms mean thee further 
Good, 
Than what may ſerve to introduce their own ? 
I tell thee, Counſellors are all alike, 
And Princes know no more than they think fitting; 
So, whillt his Glory does not injure theirs, 
They are content they may grow great together. 
Berk. Madam, this Doctrine may be prov d elſe- 
where, 
Where Power's unjuſtly us'd by ſad Permiſſion. 
We have no Ends or Aim, but the King” s Safety. 
*Tis true ſo far, our own depends upon't : 
The King's our Shepherd, born to protect his Peo- 


And, 5 Lamb flies from the Wolf to him 
T hat guards the Flock, ſo we ſeek Refuge here. 
Life's all we hope for; indeed Life's all in all; 
And tis ſo ſweet, that all are fond to fave it. 

King. Madam, in ſhort, I am of Age to govern, 
And 45 aſſume the Right my Father left me. 
Theſe ] have choſe to be my worthy Guides; 
This I reſolve, and ſtrait will make it good. 

Deen. Have I no Place? Am Ila Cypher grown? 
Will none afford a Place for Dignity t re 

King. Accept of mine. 

Queen. No; this may ſerve your Mother : 

[ Sits down at the End of the T able by Leiceſter. 

I a lit here, with this Rood Man's Allowance. 
Come 
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Come, Fil be govern'd too -Pray, be my Friends, 


As well as his, for once. 
Exeter. Nay, Madam, this we muſt not ſuffer 
neither. 
[ They all retire fries the Table. 
Queen. What, am I left alone? 
Am I infectious? Dare none ſit near the Plague ? ? 
Ungracious Boy! Is this thy filial Love ? 
This the Return for all the Pangs and Throws 
I foffer'd at thy Birth? This the Reward . 
For all my Sorrows, Cares, Anxieties, | 
Which through thy ickly Infancy oeſs'd me, 
When, many a weary Night, bereft of Reſt, 
Pve.ſhymber'd o'er thy Cradle, and bemoand 
My own hard Fate? Now, it proves fo: indeed : 
Tve nurs'd a Viper, given an Adder warmth; 
Whieh, being grown to Strength, forgets its Pa | 
rent, | 
And covets preying on her Entrails--——-Ob'! mon. 
ſtrous Crime! . 
King, Nay, Mother, Mother I's 
Exeter. Be not caught, Sir; theſe Tears, like 


thoſe of Syrens, 
| Entice you but to leap to ſure Deſtruction 11-90 
e. Queen. Muſt he have Credit? Am I no- 
5 | ching? | Akte | 
Return e'er tis too bi, I do conjure thee! 
ern, By all the Comforts thou haſt e'er receiv'd ; 


By all thy Duty due, which Heav'n commands, 


Artend my Pray'rs, and throw th* envenom d 
Robe 


Off from thy Perſon e'er the Poiſon fix, 
Or elſe thou art loſt for ever. 
Sir Tho. Dela. Oh, Sir, be ſteady, or you ruin 
all ! 
King. I muſt retire, or I ſhall melt to Folly--- 
Madam, Pm indiſpos'd, and muſt withdraw: 


H 2 Queen, 


eſter. 
ce. 
Come 
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Queen. Come hither, Child, and reſt upon my 
Boſom : 
I'll huſh thy Cares, and quiet ay Diſturbers, 
As when ] lulPd thee firſt. . 
Exeter. Away, Sir. 
Ducen, My Son. 
Berk. Be deat, Sir. 
_—_ Edward, my only Edward, hear thy Mo- 
ther. 
King. Force me away, if you regard my Glory. 
A. That ſhan't be wanting. 
. [They force him away. 
LExeunt all but Queen, 
Queen. My Child ! my Comfort! Darling! Prop 
of Life 
I ſhall grow mad -I find the Furies ſeize me 
_ My Gall boils up, and I am all on Fire. 
Ce then, Revenge, thou Banquet of the Gods, 
And let me gorge my rav'nous Appetite. 
Inſpire me, Neme/is, thou ſubtleſt Fury; 
Drive from my Soul the Weakneſs of my Sex, 
-And make me Maſculine in my Attempts. 
Some Women have done Wonders in their Rage ! 
Why ſbould not I, for 1 have Cauſe prodigious ? 
Nature for ever here I baniſh thee : 
Remorſe, and Conſcience, Pity, all farewell ; 
Tnſtru&t me Malice, and aſſiſt me Hell, 


Exp of the FouxTax Acr. 
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SCENE THE CASTLE. 


Enter Mortimer and Maria, dreſs d fine: 


Mort. Y, my Charmer ;----- 

6 Now thou look*ſt like what thou art, 
But what thou ſhalt be the Event muſt tell. 
Thou ſhalt prefer, take down, do as thou wilt; 
have a greater Court than the Queen, and be 
greater than her in Effect, as I am, in Effect, than 
the King; for I, who command this Nation, am 
commanded by thee. Bs 

Maria. But, my Lord----- 

Mort. Not a Word more----I expect the Queen 
every Moment; and, when this Night is. over, 
all the reſt of my Nights and Days ſhall be atthy 
Devotion-------Give thy Uncle this, (giving a Pa- 
per) *tis a Commiſſion to take the Lives of ſix 
rank, ſtubborn, loyal Rogues, &:c, who, when 
diſpatch'd--- 1 

Maria, Are they your Lordſhip's Enemies? 


Mort. 1 know not what Prejudice they have to 


my Perſon, but they're Enemies to my Intereſt ; 
and that's a Stateſman's Cauſe at all Times 
There's Mountacute, Delamore, Holland. (Whiſpers) 
—— What a Feaſt will there be for the Hangman |! 
But go, Love, go.---I feel Temptation creeping 
upon me, and it is not, proper at this Time to fall 
under it, | 
Maria. No, Villain, no! 
Their Fates ſhall be revers'd---If this can plead, 
It falls, curſt Mortimer, on thy own Head. ( Afide.) 
5 908 | [ Exeunt. 


- Mort: 


— ">. 


2 


; 
' 
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Mort. In what a comfortable Manner ſhall 1 
- ſpend the latter Part of my Life! 

Now, Fears be gone—the noble Treaſon's ſign'd 
And feal'd now, Edward, I will mount thy 

Throne. | 

By Heav'n, ſhe was ſo eager in her Vengeance, 

She never read the Miſchief ſhe has granted, 

Oh, how ſhe rav'd ! curſing her Son and Peers, 

Reſolving not to reſt without Revenge. 


Enter Queen. 
Queen. Have you diſparch'd the : Paper which 1 
ſign d? 
Mort. | have; 


And theſe: couch'd Lyons, who ſurink up their 
Claws, 


Thinking to graſp our Lives with firm Security, 
Fall in our Toll this Night. 


I have Intelligence your Son has ſummon'd 


His truſty, loyal Lords, to ſup with him; 


So when they're careleſs in their Luxury, 
Well bolt u em wih ſuch ſure Deſtruction, 
Nor . nor the World, ſhall reſcue em. 


Queen. He reſcue them! why he, with them, 
muſt fall; 


For what avails the Carnage without him ? 


Mort, *Tis true, indeed; by halves dyere doing 
Buſineſs 


The Rebel - Lords have 5 and difpers'd 


A Proclamation in young Edward's Name, 


In which he does convene a Parliament 

To meet the following Mpnth at Sali/bury ; 
There to debate on proper Means and Ways, 
How to ſecure the Nation's future Peace 


But if this. noble Reſolation's held, 


It puts us paſt the Fear of all their Malice. 


Queen. By me it ſhall—A Parliament! Pre- 
| ſumption! 
He 


— 
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He ſhall repent his Diſobedience ; fooliſh Boy 

His learned Council too ſhall be rewarded, 

If Axes, Gibbets, Racks, ſevereſt Tortures 

Can be produc'd ſufficient for their Number. 

Mort. Think they, dull Souls, they ſhall eclipſe 

| your Glory? | 4s; | 

Think they we'll fall a publick Spectacle 

To every mean-ſouPd Villain? 

No, like the Sun, in it's full Noon of Light, 

Still ſhall you ſhine—too ſtrong for vulgar gaze. 

Qucen. We thank thy Zeal; but haſten Exe- 

cution 99 

We muſt not dally precious Hours away. | 

+ Mort, Madam, I cringe me to your great Com- 
mand 

With the Chief - Juſtice, trait, Ill hold Diſcourſe--- 

The Reſulc ſhall be told your Majeſty. [ Exeunt: 


Scene changes to the Market-Place: 


Enter Citizens and Mob. 


% Mob. No Wonder we are as we are, if all 
this be rrue. 


24 Mob. Why, ay, truly; what's the Nation 
the better for him? | 
Bumper. That's a great deal the Worſe for bim, 
VO but he's a great deal the Better for 
bat. 
 Oldftile. So he well may, when he has ſtripp'd 
the Tree of all it's Fruit. | 
Felt. Which Pm afraid will never bloſſom again. 
Bump. Not while he has the Care of it, at leaſt. 
1% Mob. But hark ye me—the Scots did not uſe 
to be ſo ready for Peace. | 
2d Mob. No indeed---no more they did. 
Bumper. Why, here it 1s----put the Caſe now, 
any one had abuſed you, and call'd you Son of 4 
Whore, and to ſalve up the Sore, he had given 
0 you 


|| 
1 
1 
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Jou a good round Sum, you'd ſtand bis Friend upon 
4 Pinob, wou d you not, tho you were never ſo ſturdy 


1ſt Mob. Ay, marry wou'd I, as long as I found 
the good Marks coming in. 

Bumper. But if at any time he ſhould ſtop Pay- 
ment----what then ? 

1f Mob. What then! oh, faith! I'd ſoon bully 


him into better Haviours. 


Bumper. Then, I find, to have your Friendſhip 
one muſt pay you well for't. | 

1% Mob. To be ſure----eſpectally when J know 
my Chap won't fight? 

Bumper. But if by Chance he were brave, and 


_ _ wou'd fight? | 


1/t Mob. Then, perhaps, I'd have a Knock with 


him, and perhaps not; and there wou'd be an end 
on't. | 


Bumper. So then tis only your Cowards come 


off by the Lee ? 


All. Only your Cowards. | 

Tf Mob. But they ſay the French won't like this 
Peace. | | 

Bumper. Oh, hang em ! they're cunning Foxes 


_--»-[f Truth were known, I warrant they're at the 
Bottom of all this----their Chops water at ſome 


beautiful Spot of Ground or other--Odſo! here's 
my good Lord Mountacute Stand on one Side---- 
Perhaps we ſhall hear how Things go. 


Enter Mountacute. 


Mount. What can leſs for this my fair Preſerver, 
Than make her Miſtreſs of the Life ſhe ſaves ? 
Nor has ſhe, virtuous Maid, ſav'd only mine: 
The worthieſt Nobles, nay, the King himſelf, 

Are in her Debt---Oh, how I love thee for't! 


By Heaven 


It gains thee more Poſſeſſion in my Heart. 


Than had an Age of formal Vows been paid. 


But who are theſe ?---Oh, ſome Citizens aſſembled 


it's opportune---PII diſcloſe the foul, the mon- 
ſtrous Deſign of Mortimer. Twill compleat their 
Flared--Frients and Countrymen, how do ye ? 


All. As well as can be expected theſe hard 


Times. 


have you nothing to do? 
All. Nothing Nothing------ | 


Mount. I'm forry for't - it did not uſe t to 3 be 99 | 


Oldſtile. A ſad Change truly my Lord. 
Maunt. The more's the Pity. 
Felt. But ſure it will be otherwiſe anon? 
Mount. It ſhan't be wanting on my Part to make 
it ſo. 


All. God bleſs you, my Lord, and * a few 
like your Lordſhip. 

Bumper. Why, my Lord, I was telling my F el- 
low-Citizens of a Way juſt now, that wou'd ſoon 
mend the Times, bad as they are. 

- Mount. As how, prithee, Bumper? 

Bumper. Oh, very eaſy, my Lord---Why, 4 as 1 
take it, the Nation” s at preſent much upon a Foot 
with Wine that's upon the ſour, which, when it 
comes to that, ſhou'd be clapt into a freſh Hogſ- 
head, with other Ingredients, to bring it to itſelf 

ain. 

Tc Mob. Ay, the Hogſhead ſhould be chang'd, 
as you ſay, elſe *twill go near to ſour the Nation. 

Bumper. Yet ſome People will tell you it is not 
ſo much as foul, and too clean for ſuch as us. 

1 Mob. Do they ſo? But 'tis not for me then. 


And I reckon mylelf to have as good a Taſte as 
Mr. Any-Body------ 


Frame. Well, but I don't hear you ſay, who's 


to make this ſame new Mlogthead' ? 
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Mount. What is there no Trade ſtirring then ? 


Bumper. | 
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Bumper. Why, the King's Cooper ſhould; but 
he's for having it ſerve ſome Time longer. 

1½ Mob. Then, if he won't, we muſt—don't 
tell me, we are no Slaves yet. 

Mount. Bravely ſaid, my F ient—You ought 
not to be ſo; nor ſhall you be reduced to it, tho” 
Mortimer, by his vile Artifices, is contriving your 
Bonds as faſt as be can He flicks at ' nothing to 
accompliſh his wicked Purpoſes : even now I ſaw. a 
Commiſſion under 5 (rene — to rech ſix 
of us. | 
All, Abominabiel 
Meunt. Nay, the King too is not bra. He's 
to be among the Number. 

Al. Vengeance! 

Mount. Im now going to impart this Diſcovery 
to the King, when a Remedy will be propoſed to 
give new Life to our declining State. If you 
love your Country, therefore, this is the Time. you 
muſt ſtruggle to ſet it free, or never. I expect 
this from your Zeal. and Loyalty, that you'll all 
be ready to back this Deſign, by I, the 
e., 

All., All, All. 

Mount. And that immediately——we muſt loſe 
no Time. 

All. We'll loſe our lives for King and Country. 

Mount. I thank you, Countrymen, in the Name 
of Both, and am glad to find the old Engliſb Spirit 
is not loſt among you---Come, let me conduct ye. 

All. We follow- No Mortimer | Exeunt. 


Scene changes to Serjeant Eitherſide's, 


Mort. You have receiv'd the Commiſſion 1 
ſent by your Neice, you fay ? 

Serj. I have, and theſe wiſe Counſellors ſhall rue 
their Politicks ——— I'll ſmoak them 


Mori. 


1e 
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* Mort. But hark ye, my Lord! ' 25 85 
Suppoſe when we have lopp'd theſe Branches off, 
The Trunk remains from whence will grow freſh 
Miſchiefs ? | , 
I find the Boy is fond of ſovereign Sway; 
Fond of the lofty Sound of Majeſty : 
His Soul is tun'd to abſolute Prerogative, 
And all his Concert ſtrike that pleaſing Air. 
Serj. Look you, my Lord, let us deliver him 
out of this Evil, and perhaps he'll take Care how 
he falls into the fame Temptation again, 
Mort. Thou know'ſt him not: 


He has a wayward Soul and ſtubborn Temper Z 


The Pride and Spirit of the Mother ſwell him, 
With all his Father's poſitive Revenge. | 
He affects a Mildneſs for the want of Power; 

But when he once has conquer'd his Reſtraint, 


We muſt expect to pay for theſe Men's Lives. 


Serj. Nay, *tis good to be ſure, my Lord, that's 
certain-z and if I thought his Reign would put an 
End to ours, Charity begins at Home, and I beg 
the young Prince's Pardon, I would, not tamely 
reſign, I tell him that. | | 

Mort. This Parliament that's ſummon'd will be 

dangerous: | 
The Commons hate the Nobles, envy us, 


And if we find not Means to curb theſe Meaſures, 


We ſhall too late repent our Follies, Eitherſide 
Our Heads, our Heads, muſt anſwer for our Actions. 
Serj. Our Heads! I'll ſend him to his Father firſt. 
Mort. Ay, there thou'rt right--whatſay'lt thou to 
another Edvardum occidere Nolite timere, bonum eſt. 
Serj. Say to't! why he muſt have it. Theſe 
Knaves diſpatch'd, we ſhall not boggle at a greater 
Matter. i 0 
Mort. A decay'd Stateſman is a wretched Thing! 
Tis Flattery and ill Actions, which prefer us, 
And we have Flatterers too that thrive by us, 
12 Power 


1 
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Power makes us Knaves--- We're honeſt out of 
Service; 
But when our Prince's Favours bal away, 
Nothing fo deſpicable, or unregarded; 
Therefore *tis Policy, when once we're in 


To finiſh by thoſe Rules we did begin 

Then, let the Factious *gainſt my Title roar, 

I'll quickly quell Diſputes, when once I've Soy". 
| reign Power. Oo [ Exeunt. 


Scene changes 10 the Palace. 


Enter King Edward, Mountacute, Delamore, 
HFolland, Exeter, and Leiceſter, 


King. Was ever Treaſon ſo unnatural ! 

| A Mother's Hand to ſign her Son's Deſtruction 

Noy I'm convinc'd who ſet my Father going. 

Good Heav'n | how much I owe you for this Safety, 

And the kind Infirymens you — to work it! 

Oh Mountacute ! 1 ſtand fo much indebted, 

I fear I want Rewards to recompence z 

Yer I'll conſider till Tve tir'd Thought 

To gratify thy Love and Loyalty. 

Mount. You owe it to the Virgin that preſery' d 

you, Sir; 

Make her Amends, my Duty is my Payment— 

But, Sir, - reſolve pace: each Moment is impor- 
tant | 

Your loyal Citizens impatient watt : 

7 ng cry with one Accord, away with Mortimer. 


King. They ſhall be en force the 
Caſtle---- 


Dela. Hold, Sir. 

When I was Governor, I Aka a Place, 

Which now may be of admirable Uſe. 

There is a-private, deep, but narrow Vault, 
Whoſe diſmal, rough, unſhapen Way 

Va ſurely torn with Hands by a dark Gueſs; 

| For 


Or 
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For *tis ſo ſtrange, no Light cou'd guide the 


Making: 
Twas wrought by Pris' ners, ſure, for Liberty; 3 
For in the loweſt Dungeon it begins, 
And has a Paſſage out juſt by the River; 
There we muſt enter, and when we have reach d 
the Gaol 
The Part o'th* Palace over it is Mortimer's. 

King. What follows, Delamore ? 

Dela. l'th' Cieling is a Place with ruſty Bolts, 
Which formerly, no Doubt, was a Trap-door , 
Buc for what Uſe they beſt muſt know who made it. 
This we may force, and ſo ſurprize the Villain, 

Mount. *Tis a good Stratagem 

King. Let's inſtantly about it, then. 

Holl. I think *twere better that your Majeſty, 
With theſe good Lords and me, ' ſecure the City, 
While Mountacute and Delamore, with a good Guard 
Paſs this ſame Vault; and my Lord of Leiceſter 
With a Party force the Guard on the Queen's Side. 

All but King----Prudently advis'd! 

King. Each to his Taſk, then- Mortimer we come; 


The Night begins my Reign, that ſeals thy Doom. 


( Exeunt. 
Scene changes to the, Caſtle: 


Enter Mob, arm J. 


1ſt Mob. Hark ye, Neighbours, this is a ; woundy 
ſtrong Caſtle. 


24 Mob. Ay, marry, we ſhall find a tough Piece 


of Work on't, 

34 Mob. Tough! Why, an it were as tough as 
Neck Beef, our Weapons wou'd ſoon make it ten- 
der Tender as an Engliſhman's Head now 
a-Days, as a Body may ſay. 


4th Mob. Right! an the Caſtle were an enchanted 
Caſtle, we'd make it ſmoak. 


4th 
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5th Mob. This Spit, let me tell you, ſhall do 
no ſmall Execution to Night : Ir ſhall run a Score 
or two of Mortimer's People through the Guts, 
and roaſt a good Rump of Beef afterwards. 
 _ 6th Mob. Lou talk of your Spit! Why this 
Pitchfork, do you mind me, ſhall do a hundred 
times as much; I'll make a Hay-rick of dead 
Bodies with it as high as the Caſtle itſelf---I will. 
7th Mob. But do you ſee this Sword! this 
Sword ſhall do a thouſand times more than either 
your Spit or your Pitchfork---"Tis true, I believe 
it has not been drawn ever fince the laſt Battle of 
the Barons; but when! tis once drawn, the Enemy 
muſt ſtand clear it kills all before it. 
1% Mob. Good lack! does it ſo? then I'm ſure 
Tl take Care to keep behind it. 
2d Mob. Methinks *tis Pity to demoliſh fo fine 
a Piece of Workmanſhip, that has coſt ſuch a 
Mort of Money, and where chere s ſuch a many 
fine Things. — 
1ſt Mob. You ſay right; Neighbour; we ſhou'd 
look before we leap. An I were to adviſe, we'd 
better ſtay, and ſee-if this ſame Mortimer wou'd 
eaſe our Conditions a little. 
gth Mob. Hang his Conditions! this Spit, I tell 
you, ſhall get us roaſted Conditions. 
6th Mob. S Death on all Flinchers ! Il make 
Tay while the Sun ſhines, as the Saying is 
* 091 [ Shaking his Pitchfork. 
715 Mob. What! Draw, and put up again 
without doing any thing! No thank you for that: 
No ſham Fight: my Sword won't be bamboozled 
ſo neither Thoſe that don't like being for 
us, may be againſt us. No wheedling, d'ye ſee. 
All but 1ſt and 2d Mob. No wheedling! no 
wheedling ; ; 


iſt Mob. Nay, OR an that be the Cale, Pve done 
nn 8 F 
| 2d 


/ 
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2d Mob. And I or but pray, who's to com- | 
mand us: | 
34 Mob. Command us Who the Duce mould 
command a Mob ? | 
4th Mob. No, no, we won't be commanded--- | 
Maſter Bumper is to give us ſome Inſlru#ions from | 
our Betters by and by, and we'll one and all be di- 
rected by him. | 
All. Ay, ay, one and all. 3 


Enter Bumper. 


Bumper. Now, Neighbours, for the Honour of 
England----Now' s the time to ſhew your Mettle, if 
you have any----Every thing's ready for the Puſh, 
and, if you prove g good Blood, you'll ſoon ſee this | 
Caſtle and it's proud Maſter both in our Power. N 

th Mob. Oh, rare! there will be Plunder for | 

ye, my Boys | 3 

6th Mob. Ay, then we ſhall Plunder the Plun- 
derer; and I'm ſure there's no harm in that. 

Bumper. As to that, I can't tell - that muſt be 
left to the King's good Pleaſure -A great many 
noble Families you know bave been ruin'd by this ſame 
Mortimer's Knavery, and *tis juſt they ſhould be 
ſerved farſt---As for us, I think, to have our Li- 
berties again is our beſt- Reward. 

All. Ay, ay, Liberty, Liberty. | 
| Bumper. Come then, Neighbours, ſollow me. 
; We are ordered to join Maſter Felt, and ſome other 


Well-wiſhers, met rogetherat the other Side of the 
1 Caſtle. 


| Let's to the laſt ſtand up for Freedom's Cauſe ; 
{ For Freedom gone, farewell to all our Laws. 


[ Exeunt, ſaying, Stand up, Fight, Die, Freedom, 
Liberty, Liberty. 


Scene 
e 
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Scene changes to Mortimer's Apartment. | 
Enter Queen and Mortimer. 


FUR Are the Guards poſted? All your Crea- 
. tures ſtanch? 
Is the Chief Juſtice in a murdering Vein? 

Mort. If by the Tools we judge a Maſter's Skill, 
No Stateſman ſure can boaſt a Set like mine: 
They are the true-born Sons of Villainy'; 

They ſtick at nought to ſerve their Maſter's Int telt 
Or Preaſon, Murder, Regicide, or Inceſt. 

Queen. Ay, ſuch as theſe befit our Purpoſe well; 
They'll ſoon remove our buſy Politicians. 

Mort. This Night ends all our Fears; and, ere 

the Morn 
Has gone her Race, they'll have our Enemies 
In full Poſſeſſion. Oh, then! my Queen, 
Young ſnarling Mountacute, that del Boy, 
And his old Counſellor, cloſe Delamore, 


Shall ſmart----- [A claſhing of Swords. 
Ha! what means this Noiſe, my Guards? What! 
Ho 


Death ! it grows louder---Are they all engag g'd? 
Treaſon! Treaſon | 


Enter Turrington bloody, 


Why that diſmal Object? | 
urr. Shift for yourſelf, Sir; all's betray'd and 
loſt : 
The King and Leiceſter have cut it off your Guards 
The City sat the Gates, and ſhout him King; 
They cry out Vengeance for their ancient Rights, 
By Mortimer infring d -I can no more 
But that I have been faithful, let this witneſs. 
[ Dies. 
Queen. Oh, Heavens What, what ſhall I do? 
Here, Mortimer, 
There is a Vault that will convey thee----- 
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1 Delamore, and their Party, come from 
under the Stage. 


Mount. We will convey him, Madam, to a Place 
As ſafe as he deſign'd us! 

Mort. Horror, "and Hell ! 

Queen. Oh, ſpare my Mortimer, my gentle Son ! 

Mount. Madam, you're deceiv'd, he's not yet 
come. 

Dela. Well, haughty Mortimer, what think'ſt thou 

now ? 

Mort. That I ſhall die 

Delam. By all unpityd, and by all contemn'd. 

Queen. Oh, ye malicious Pow'rs : 

Mount. Blame not the Pow'rs, Madam, they are juſt. 
By a ſad Series of triumphant Guilt, | | 
Long had Oppreſſion gall d a Free-born People; 

At laſt they're heard, and the Oppreſſor falls, 
In juſtice to a plunder'd, finking, Nation. 

Mort. I am no Stranger to ſuch Words as theſe: 
Th' inſulting Words of Plunder and Oppreſſion, 
Corruption, and the like, become familiar; 

But theſe are Arms too impotent to wound, 
When conſcious Innocence oppoſes them. 

My Actions, juſtly ſcann'd, defy ye all! 

I have Avouchers 

Dela. Wou'd vouch un 65 unſeen ! | 
A while ago, indeed thou might'ſt have found 
A thouſand Youchers; but, I dare engage, 

Thou wilt not ind, even one, of all thy Creatures, 
Will dare, i'th' Evil Day, to ſhew his Head. 
Now the warm Zenith of thy Power's declin'd, 
The ſun- bred Inſects dwindle into nothing — 
But the King — 


Enter King, Leiceſter, Holland, Exeter, and Ser- 
jeant Eitherſide Priſoner, and Guards. 


Ning. Seize the vile Traytpr—hurry him down f 


the Dungeon--.- ; 
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There let him gtoan till Day, and then he dies. 
Mount. Now, Royal Sir, you are a King indeed! 
King. Such be the Fate of all, who dare abuſe 

The Miniſterial Function, and ſacrifice 

Their Maſter's Int'reſt to their own vile Ends 

What can'ſt thou ſay, 

Thou moſt unworthy of that Character? 

How have I been miſguided by thy Counſels ! 

Seeing Affairs but as thou liſt to paint them. 

Forgive me, Uncle Edmund ! 

This Monſter's wicked Arts, made thee appear 

Guilty---nay, by the Dreſs he put thee on, 

A Treyter, as himſelf now ſtands confeſt. 

Good Gods! How many others might have fall'n 

As Innocent, by this ſame ſubtle Dealing, 


Had not the A/mighty.aided this Diſcovery, (me 


Mort. Tis my Advice, Sir, ſtill, that you not urge 
To make Another, that will not contribute 
Much to the Flonour of your Majeſty. 
We all are frail; 
And what I've done, I ſtill can juſtify, 
King. Inſolence unequaP'd ! 
— ſee my Orders executed. 
[Mob appear at the Entrance, inſulting 
Mortimer as he's guarded off. 

Queen. Oh, ſpare him! baniſh him! but ſpare 
Thy Mother pleads--- (his Life 
Bow. Thou Scandal of my Blood--- 

Remove the Queen. 


Lucen. The Queen! then, not 45 Mother? 
Oh, hear me! 


King. I'm deaf---away--- , (ſhalt plead, 
Queen. May Heav'n forget thy Prayers when thou 


And way a Mother's Curte hang on thy Head. 


| Exit guarded. 
King. Now, Fitherfute, for thee 


Then Shame of Juſtice, what halt thou to ſay? 


_ Nothing but beg ior Mercy. If your Ma- 
| jeſty 


—— — — 


THE FALL OF MORTIMER. 55 
jeſty conſiders I have been but a Tool, and am not 
the firſt chat has been enen to be a Knave 8 
Court-Minions— 

King. No- 
7 he Nation muſt be — ad thou muſt die. 
Serj. Ay! I was damnably afraid Mortimer would 
not die alone----I thought his Lordſhip would have 
a Chief- Juſtice to make up his Equipage, that he 
might 1 in Figure. 


Mountacute brings in Maria. 


Mount. Now, Sir, I claim br 
This Virgin is what we owe our Lives to: 
Her Birth you've been acquainted with, . | 
And by what Means ſhe was compell'd to live 
With Mortimer: and fure *twas Providence 
That plac'd her there for all our Benefits. 
I beg her for my Wife. 

King. She's yours ; and, to make her wilcomhs; 
I inveſt” her with all Mortimer's Eſtate; and you, 
Viſcount Mountacute, be Earl of Saliſbury. 


Mount. 
and ros let us thank your Majeſty. 
| Maria. [ Both kneel, 


King. Riſe both. 

Maria. No, Royal Sir, I have a Boon to beg: 
That old Man's Life, my Uncle, tho' an ill one; 
Nor has he acted aught whate'cr was purpos'd ; 
And, ſince my being his, made me the Inſtrument 
Of what's diſcover'd, I humbly would intreat--- 

King. Thou ſhalt not plead in vain-----he's ſafe, 
and, if he can be honeſt, we may in Time take 
Care of him. - 

Serj. T humbly thank your Majeſty, and will 
ſtudy to deſerve this Mercy I am not the firſt 
Knave that has turn'd honeſt, when he found his 
Roguery would do him no good. 
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King. My Lords of Leiceſter, Exeter, Dilamore, 
And Holland, and all, ſhall ſhare our ben | 
May you continue as you have begun. 
The Parliament's at hand: If they encourage me, 
As I expect, they ſhall be ſatiafy d 

How much I love them. 

All: Doubt not their Duty, Sir. | 
King. To Scotland firſt will I an army lead, 
And check the growing Miſchiefs that are ſpread : 
That done, to France in Perſon will I go: 

The Flow'r-de-Lace ſhall to the Lion bow: 

If my good Commoners are kind and free, 

III loſe my own, or fix their Liberty. 

Long bave they borne Infringements on their Laws ; 
A wicked, worthleſs, Miuiſter the Cauſe , 

His Views no farther than himſelf extend, 
| And, center d in himſelf, mith his baſe Being end. 
| A A King on nobler Principles ſhould move; 


His People's Good he ſhould with Care improve, 
And leave his lateſt Hers rich in his , Love. 


HR A 803. £9 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Morrakr. 


ALLANTS! you've ſeen, how, in King Edward's Days, 
What wondrous Conrage Liberty could 73 / 

Tho weak, oppreſs'd ; yet, when provoſ d too long, 
She gives convincing Proofs her Arm is ſtrong. 
Fe er ſbe fears, tis when ſhe's like to fink 

formidable Daſh of Pen and Ink. 
The Bully- Politician all defy'd 
But a few honeſt Men took down his Pride, 
Was MoRTIMER lo vain! Did he o/ubpoſe 
By little Shifts on Freedom to impoſe 
Could nothing ſerve his rav nous Appetite, 
But that delicious Bit a Nation's Right? 
Thought he by Arbitrary Sway to rule, 
And make an Engli/b Parliament his Tool? 
Theught he his glitt' ring Ornaments would plead, 
And ſave the Danger of his Neck and Head? 
A Hempen Collar's always to be had : 
That makes no Dif rence *twixt good Cloaths and bad. 


But, Thanks to Heav'n, thoſe wicked Times are gone r 
No MoRTIMER wants now to rule alone. 
Our bleſſed Miniſters the Charm deſpiſe, 
Becauſe they are 8 Good and Wiſe. 
The blund'ring He, a mad-brain'd Mob to pleaſe, 
Struck up a ſhameful, and more mad-brain'd Peace; 
How long it lafted, I leave you to g 
I think a Twelvemonth, neither more nor leſs ; 
To to ſecure it, he gave up that Scroll, | 
We find in Story, call d the Ragman-Roll. 
We, by ſuperior Skill hold Peace ſo faſt ! 
So very firm ! it muſt for ever laſt. 


Our Steps ſo cautious, yet ſo ſwift our Pace, 

ere never hindmaſt in the Treaty-Race. 

Then, as for Trade——the Loſſes we've ſuſtain'd, 

0 glorious Stipulation are regain'd. | 
or aid we firſt receive to pay the more, 

But *twas concerted on a noble Score : 

Without one Florin, or one Guinea paid 


On either Side, the Mutual League was made. 


No Reftitutions in the preſent Caſe ; - ; : 
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TRAGEDY. 


Et docuit magmamque loqui, nitigue cothurno. 


Hos. | in Art. s. 


The PrRSON's Names. 


| MORTIMER, 


ISABEL, 
ADAM D'ORLToON, 


ChoRkus, 
EpwarD III. | 
Johx, the King's Brother, 


HexRy, the King's Couſin, 


W. MounTacuTE, 
Ro. D'ELAxp, 
Nuxcivs, 


Earl of March. 
Queen Mother. 


Biſhop of Worceſter. 


Of Ladies, Knts. and Eſqrs. 


King of England. 


Earl of Cornwall. 


Earl of Lancaſter. apy 
King's Servant. 
Conſtable of Nottingham. 
Or a Herald. [Caſtle. 
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ARGUMENTS. 


6 HE Firſt Act comprehends Mortimer's 
«6 pride and ſecurity, raiſed to the degree of 


« an earl, by the queen's favour and love; with 


e the counſels of Adam d'Orlton, the politic bi- 
% ſhop of Worcheſter, againſt Lancaſter.” 


The Chorus of ladies, celebrating the worthineſs 


of the queen, in rewarding Mortimer's ſervices 
and the biſhop's. 


« The Second AF ſhews the kings love and reſpcct to 
« his mother, that will hear of nothing againſt Mor- 
„ timer's greatneſs, or believe any report of ber extra- 
« ordinary favours to him; but imputes all to his cou- 
*« fin Lancaſter's envy, and commands thereafter an 
* utter filence of thoſe matters. 


The Chorus of courtiers celebrating the king's wwarthi- 
neſs of nature, and affeftion to his mother, who will 


hear nothing that may trench upon her honour, 


though delivered by his kinſman, of ſuch nearneſñ; 
and thereby take occaſion to extol the king's pilty, 
and their own happineſs under ſuch a king. 


* The Third Act relates (by the occaſion of a 
* viſion the blind carl of Lancaſter had) to the 
* king's brother, earl of Cornwall, the horror of 
e their father's death, and the cunning making 
away of their uncle, the carl of Kent, by Mor- 
* timer's hired practice.“ 


The 
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The Chorus of country juſtices, and their wives 
telling how they were deluded, and made be- 
lieve the old king lived, by the ſhew of him in 
Corfe- caſtle; and W they ſaw him eat, and 
uſe his knife like the old king, &c. with the 


deſcription of the feigned lights and maſques 


there, that deceive' em, all which came from 
the court. 
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The Fourth Act expreſſeth, by conference be- 
tween the king and his brother, a change, and 
intention to explore the truth of thoſe reports, 


and a charge of employing W. Mountacute to 

get the keys of the caſtle of Nottingham into 

ee the king's power, and draw the conſtable, Sir 
Robert d'Eland, to their party.” 


Mortimer's ſecurity, ſcorn of the nobility, too 
much familiarity with the queen, related by the 
Chorus. The report of the king's ſurpriſing 
him in his mother's bed-chamber : a general 
gladneſs. His being ſent to execution. 


« The Fifth Act, the earl of Lancaſter's fol- 
* lowing the cry, and meeting the report. The 
* celebration of the king's juſtice.” 


i MoRT1- 


Mortimer. 


"THIS riſe is made yet! and we now ſtand 
[rank'd, 
To view about us, all that were above us! 
Nought hinders now our proſpect, all are even, 
We walk upon a level. Mortimer 
I a great lord of late, and a new thing | — 
A prince, an ear], and couſin to the king“. 


— Mortimer | 
Ts a great lord of late, and a new thing!) At this line 
we have a marginal annotation, which being verſe, and rhim- 
ing to the other, as well as explanatory of the ſentiment, was 
probably deſigned by the poer as a part of his work, If we ad- 
mit it in the text, the whole will run thus; 

—— Mortimer | . 

Ia great lord of late, aud a new thing] 

prince, an earl, and couſin to the king. \ 


TRY laſt verſe has ſtood, in all preceding editions, as a note 
only, 


. At 
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82 Mortimer's Fall. 


At what a divers price, do divers men 

Add the ſame thing | another might have had 

Perhaps the hurdle, or at leaſt the axe 

Far what I have this crownet, robes, and wax. 

There is a fate, that flies with tow'ring ſpirits 

Home to the mark, and never checks at conſcience. 

Poor plodding prieſts, and preaching friars may 
[ make 

Their hollow pulpits, and the empty les 

Of churches, ring with that round word: but we 

That draw the ſubtile and more piercing air, | 

In that ſublimed region of a court, 


' Know all is good, we make ſo, and go on 


Secur'd by the proſperity of our crimes. 
To day is Mortimer made earl of March. 


For what? For that, the very thinking it 


Would make a citizen ſtart! ſome politic tradeſ- 
man 

Curl with the caution of a conſtable ! : 

But I, who am no common-council-man, 

Knew injuries of that dark nature done 

Were to be thoroughly done, and not be left 

To fear of a revenge. They are light offences 

Which admit that. The great ones get above it. 

Man doth not nurſe a deadlier piece of foll 

To his high temper, and brave ſoul, than that 

Of fancying goodneſs, and a ſeal to live by 

So differing from man's life. As if with lions, 

Bears, tygers, wolves, and all thoſe beaſts of 


[ prey, 
He would affect to be a ſheep! Can man 
Neglect what is fo, to attain what ſhould be, 
As rather he will call on his own ruin, 
Than work to aſſure his ſafety ? I ſhould think. 


When 'mongſt a world of bad, none can be good, 


(I mean ſo abſolutely good and perfect, 
As our religious confeſſors would have us) 


I: 
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It is enough we do decline the rumour 

Of doing monſtrous things: and yet, if thoſe 
Were of emolument, unto our ends, 

Even of thoſe, the wiſe man will make friends 
For all the brand, and ſafe ly do the ill, 

As uſurers rob, or our phyſicians kill. 


Jabel, Mortimer. 


Jab. My lord! ſweet Mortimer! 

Mor. My queen! my miſtreſs ! 
My ſovereign ! nay, my goddeſs! and my Juno! 
What name or title, as a mark of power 
Upon me, ſhould I give you ? 

Ja. Iſabel. 
Your Ifabel, and you my Mortimer ; 
Which are the marks of parity, not power, 
And theſe are titles beſt become our love. 

Mor. Can you fall under thoſe ? 

Ja. Yes, and be happy, 
Walk forth, my lov'd and gentle Mortimer, 
And let my longing eyes enjoy their feaſt, 
And fill of thee, my fair-ſhaped, god-like man: 
Thou art a banquet unto all my ſenſes : | 
Thy form doth feaſt mine eye, thy voice mine ear, 
Thy breath my ſmell, thy every kiſs my taſte, 
And ſoftneſs of thy ſkin my very touch, 
*As if I felt it ductile through my blood, 
I neer was reconciled to theſe robes, | 
This garb of England, till I ſaw thee in them. 
Thou mak'ſt, they ſeem not boiſterous nor rude, 
Like my rough haughty lords de Engleterre, 
Wich whom J have ſo many years been troubled. 


* 4; if L felt it DACTILE through my blood.) Dacttile is a 
word of no meaning ; and, though all the editions concur in 


the reading, the preſent text will probably be thought the leaſt 
Mor. 


84 | Mortimer's Fall. | 
Mort. But now redeem'd, and ſet at liberty, 
Queen of yourſelf and them“. 


He died, and left it unfiniſh'd; 


Had the poet lived to have completed this poem with the 
fame ſpirit in which he begun it, we ſhould have been able to 
boaſt of one perfect. tragedy at leaſt, formed upon the Grecian 
mode], and giving us the happieſt imitation of the antient dra - 
ma. | 


